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Das Konto 


Book one 


The Beginning 


During the time of the double sun on the planet, Cronus, in the galaxy, Nebula 
87, the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, in the solar system of Ares, conceived the 
idea of creating an additional planet where celestial beings could harvest much 
desired minerals, and where he could simply retire from his management of the 
universe for a duration, as he felt compelled by the need. This particular abode 
was destined to be the chief God, Jainko Gorina’s, personal plantation 
playground, where he would dwell according to his own whims, and where he 
would conduct himself according to his own free will of choice. 

In those days in the galaxy, Nebula 87, there existed an expansive void, almost 
as if the specific space was intentionally established in anticipation of some 
future development. The supreme God, Jainko Gorina , then called out a 
commandment unto the celestial elements of Iron, Crystal, Magnesium, Calcite, 
and Acronite, announcing aloud; 

“Gather unto one before me!” 

Upon his words being spoken, all the sacred minerals of meteoric stone, and the 
celestial dust developed therefrom, gathered into a single growing, pulsating 
mass, until it formed a ball more than three times the size of what would much 
later in time become the planet, Enuma Elish, or the earth. This perfectly round 
planetary ball reached the maximum of its growth by the end of the first seventy 


two hour period, and the supreme Lord Of The Universe, Jainko Gorina, said; 


“All of this is positive. We shall call this wonderful creation Onfein, Blessed 
Oasis Of Eternal Peace. Now give us an immaculate sublime illumination, that 
we might behold our marvelous creation at the apex of all its glory!” 

In the gloomy distance a peach beacon suddenly glowed from inside an 
impenetrable bleakness of the eastern skies. This beacon increased in size until 
it assumed massive proportions, being more intense than any other light found 
anywhere in the entire universal void. In the passing of a brisk time frequency, 
every celestial eye could bear witness to the flaming, heaving, spherical 
planetary mass, slowly arising as it comes to life. This event continued until 
every eye could behold its brilliance, either afield on some closely aligned 
planetary galaxy, or from afar, with the peach illumination glowing as a lonely 
star sitting inside a vast boundless void beyond. When the second seventy two 
hour period had transpired, the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, then declared in a 
voice of rolling thunder; 

“This labor is all positive to the utmost. We shall call this magnificent radiation, 
Bakarkakoa. Let us divide this perpetual illumination, so that we may return to 
darkness again for a small span of thirty six hours as the orb completes its 
rotation.” 

The peach glow ceased and the bleakness returned, but the darkness was far 
too dismal at times when eyes needed sight, in anticipation that sound minds 
could function best in absence of all fear. So the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, 
spoke his inviolable commandments unto the elements again. 

In the western skies a dull Xanthous star pierced this perpetual blackness. 


Soon this star grew in size, until it was one third the size of the planet, Onfein, 


giving a rather soft comforting dim glow, allowing one to see without affecting 
his ability to relax and slumber. The gravitational field emitted by this orb as it 
grew, served to isolate planet Onfein into its own orbital path, bestowing 
incessant compression to the various space particles merging to form its orb, 
causing it to solidify into a single pulsating, spherical mass. All of this occurred 
in a seventy two hour period of global rotation, thus the third diurnal course now 
transpired. 

The position of Onfein in relation to other planetary orbs in the galaxy, Nebula 
87, and the variation found inside gravitational magnitudes, not only served to 
hold planet Onfein into its proper place inside the universal void of space, but 
also served to compel the planet into a perpetual rotating motion around this 
massive peach diadem, now pulsating with its own embracing brilliance 
throughout the entire galaxy. In addition, the planet, Onfein, would lean toward 
the diadem four notches, then away from it, giving it eight differential seasons, 
fully facilitating any future life developments. 

Because of this lesser glow in the darkness continually rotating around planet 
Onfein, its forces of gravity interacting with that of Onfein, vigorously motivated 
it into a perpetual axis rotation. With this ceaseless indefinite motion, one side of 
planet Onfein would never freeze, nor would the other burn due to being 
overheated by the radiant peach orb dominating high above. Thus the perfect 
realm for a future facilitation of all life forms consequently was established. 

The supreme God, Jainko Gorina, then said; 

“We have crafted our precious oasis world into a state of absolute immaculate 


perfection. Let us call the peach orb, Barakatoa, and the lesser orb of the dark 


time, Llargia. This work is all positive into its most extensive limitations, so allow 
this wonder to stand as such for all infinity. The perpetual bleakness we shall 
label Gauean, and the supreme brilliance in that darkness, Llargia.” 

So thus, the fourth diurnal course had then passed. 

On the dawn of the fifth diurnal course, the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, arose 
with an invigorated sensation of ardor and strength. He was well aware that on 
this day would initiate the most important beginning of his most magnificent 
creation ever, found anywhere in the heavenly universe without. On this day he 
would heal the planetary landscape, seeking to allow the forces of creativity to 
calm the surging violent orbital mass. He inhaled a deep breath, then blew forth 
a wind covering the entire landscape panorama of Onfein. He spoke powerful 
words unto this marvelous dynamism within the celestial elements. 

“Allow ease and a gradual sensation of tranquility to prevail throughout our 
planetary landscape. In a single area this place of peace shall emerge from the 
fiery rage of chemical incompatibility. On this point shall an autonomic 
perpetuating impetus prevail, that shall facilitate an outgrowth, until the entire 
planetary landscape has been consequently transformed for all time to come.” 

As this immense globe spun upon its perfectly fixed solar axis, the wind from 
the breath of Jainko Gorina, The Magnificent, covered the entire planetary orb of 
Onfein. In a single area this angry sea of molten flame and a thin glue like flow 
within, commenced to lessen in its fiery rage. The brilliantly crimson flow 
dimmed slightly into a tinge of sapphire, then purple, then into a somewhat 


dulling amber, flowing more slowly as it did so. 


In time this flow not only slowed, but eventually paused, transforming into a 
single mass of wavy stone. The primary composition of this stone was one of 
Rounpini, Iron, Germanium, Gallium, Titanium, Krypton, and Uranium, combined 
with celestial Crystal, and many additional elements yet to be revealed. In the 
nighttime sky the entire surface of the stilled area sparkled like thaumaturgic 
glitter dust, as its clear surface reflected radiation from elsewhere throughout 
the solar system, including the lording supreme beacon in the inner planetary 
bleakness, Llargia. 

The daytime light saw the rise of steam high into the solar void on a wind 
generated by a vast emptiness without, as the planetary surface cooled. The 
magnetism of the prevailing gravitational field, held these fine particles within 
this steam into a close proximity with the planetary surface of Onfein, causing 
the steam to dissipate until a veil blanketed the entire area as it continued to 
cool. 

As more steam arose, these particles attracted others of a like kind. 
Chemicals, such as hydrogen and oxygen released from the cooling molten mass, 
bound onto the particles as well, causing this congregating mass of these 
particles to gain in weight, as each one became more attractive to the planetary 
surface of Onfein. Soon they would tumble to the surface as rain droplets. 

When these cool liquid droplets fell to the planetary surface, those that struck 
the high ridges flowed into the low areas. Those that fell into the low areas 
served to fill these areas, in company with runoff from the high ground. When 


the low areas filled, this liquid flow moved outward, soon covering the entire 


point on the planetary orb of Onfein, from whence this cooling effect initiated, 
generating more steam to repeat the process. 

In those earliest developmental days, a fine mist covered the surface of the 
cooling area, generating a perpetual session of on and off rain showers, and 
liquid flow from the high ground into the low lying areas of the planetary 
surface. Fine particles were not only transported with this flow, but also 
generated by the abrasive nature of the liquid being saturated by transporting 
particles already present. 

These particles were deposited into the low areas, from where birthing flow 
would commence, all of its own accord; with more particles being created and 
transported, only to be deposited in the bends, and at the base of solid mounds 
over which this liquid moved, filling shallow dips, deeper holes, collecting at the 
base of stones as the liquid moved around them, and so on. As these particles 
continued to collect in these areas, the consistency became much more fine, until 
a type of glittering soil soon came into being. The supreme God, Jainko Gorina, 
then crossed his arms in great pride, declaring; 

“This labor is all good and self perpetuating for a benefit to the ages forward. 
From fire and instability, we now possess solid footing. From heat, we acquire 
vapor. From the vapor we employ mist, and from this mist we enjoy a continuing 
rain. With this rain we now relish flowing ma’an, and from this flow of ma’an, we 
now appreciate the development of soil. Let this materialization continue to be 
the true fact of being, and for all time forward.” Thus, it was true as the divine 


word was spoken. 


In this manner the first streams were formed on planet Onfein. With the 
perpetual on and off fall of misty rain, the streams grew, depositing more 
particles which ground down into those much finer, manifesting new soil that 
seemed to expand with the widening of the water flow, and the extension of the 
stream into the distance beyond. Thus, at this point, the fifth day ended. 

When Bakakaboa arose with the rotation of the orb, planet Onfein, the 
supreme God, Jainko Gorina, developed new ideas to enhance this creation of 
his. The solar system of Ares, where the massive kingdom and fortress of 
celestial beings stood, was divided into trilateral divine realms. The highest 
realm was where the colossal jade, fire and ice throne of Jainko Gorina stood, 
and where the anointed immediate celestial family of the chief God sat, known as 
FErridu. 

The middle realm consisted of those wherein dwelt Jainko Gorina’s most 
trusted, closest assistants and messengers. This realm was referred to as Abzu. 
The third domain is where the servant class to the first and second realms dwelt. 
This realm was known as Cuthah. 

All of these worlds dwelt introspectively and in perfect harmony, amid an air 
of total cooperation and complete compassion. There was no sense of superiority, 
only a loving concern for specialized duty requirements born into each being as a 
service donated out of lucid adoration, thus each requirement and request was 
done with a prevailing desire for nothing less than absolute perfection. Each act 
of duty was performed amid an air of intense admiration, rather than 
resentment, with all universal beings totally submissive unto God, Jainko Gorina , 


the supreme ruler of this boundless kingdom high in the beyond. 


Now on the dawn of the sixth day, Jainko Gorina requested from Izar 
Neskamea, superior queen of the third realm, to migrate with her entire 
population onto the surface of Onfein, at the point of cooling and an ever 
increasing ma’an flow. Certain assistants were instructed to travel afar into the 
ninth galaxy onto the surface of Tau Ceti, where exotic forms of plant life grow. 
These individuals were commanded to gather massive supplies of seeds from this 
plant life, transporting them to the surface of planet Onfein. 

The general tasks commanded of these divine legions from the third realm 
were, in conclusive summary, to prepare the landscape for reception of these 
seeds, then to plant these spontaneous life generating kernels into the new 
alluvial soil of Onfein at this particular point of cooling. The reason for a choice 
from Tau Ceti according to Janiko Gorina, Lord Of The Universe, were; 

“This plant life has many genes in its constitution, thus providing the source 
for development of future subspecies. My marvelous creation may then 
perpetuate itself throughout every province, dale, meadow, and natural field of 
planet Onfein, for an infinite perpetuity.” 

Massive stores of seeds were gathered from Tau Ceti, and transported by 
these divine beings to the surface of Onfein. These seeds were then planted into 
the new alluvial soil there throughout the cooling realm in that single spot on the 
surface of Onfein. In the warmth of Barakaboa the seed shells split, and the first 
growth of life reached upward like grasping, starving, mysterious hands, toward 
its highly nutritious embracing peach glow. Soon these plants would tower to 


exotic heights, ardently relishing the carbon monoxide saturated atmosphere, 


developing into massive living organisms far beyond any avenue or mortal belief 
system developed in any later millennium. 

Many of these first plants matured in sections or joints, some thirty meters in 
diameter, soon growing half a kilometer tall. Expansive oasis areas of these 
plants thrived in the new alluvial soil formed by the flowing streams, which 
continued to prosper. As these roots reached deeply into the soil, they found 
small holes in the stone where ma’an had poured, soon breaking this up into 
small bits, creating more soil. These scattered oasis areas of plants released 
their own mist into the skies above, combining with that already present. The 
difference was that this misty breath released by these extraordinarily tall 
plants, was virtually saturated with oxygen rather than carbon dioxide. 

Other plants resembled massive tree trunks found in a world of mortals, some 
two or three hundred expanding more than eighteen meters through the center; 
the trunk towering a kilometer into the skies, with branches extending out more 
than ten times the size of the trunk, bearing leaf like appendages dancing in the 
planetary wind, casting forth a shade to facilitate more sub-growth. This growth 
included a sparkling grass type of cover, blanketing the first emerging forest 
floor with flowers of every known pigment and scent. These patches of growth 
soon became massive forests as the flowing streams swell into briskly flowing 
creeks, and finally vast rivers penetrating an astonishing virgin landscape . 

The new atmosphere generated more rain, only this rain also placed oxygen 
into the soil, amid many other nutrients, such as nitrogen, for example. Nitrogen 
generated by the cooling molten stone, and transported inside proportioned soil 


of Tou Ceti, was utilized as food by these plants and other primary species. Thus 


the cooling effect on the planetary surface of Onfein increased in its pace, and 
these plants propagated and expanded. The supreme God, Jainko Gorina, then 
gazed out upon his delightful creation, proclaiming; 

“This creation of ours is wonderful. No where else in the entire universe will 
resemble my own orb, Onfein. Allow this blessed garden to be the scene of my 
personal chateau retreat. Hence forth forever more, this specific place shall be 
called The Garden Of Ares.” 

Soon these new plants were seeding. The seeds fell into the soil and flowing 
ma’an streams. These streams transported these seeds into newly developed 
alluvial soils, as the streams themselves grew ever larger, extending much 
farther. Dazzling new oasis areas were developing throughout the entire cooling 
area, from the first seeds already planted. 

In time as the plants grew, the speed of development increased as the 
atmosphere expanded. As this cooling oasis in a sea of volatility continued to 
develop, the oasis of stone soon transformed into a unique forest reserve. With a 
continuing increase of the output from the plants inside this oasis, into the 
atmosphere above, the land beyond this primary garden of divinity, commenced 
to cool. Streams, creeks, and rivers began to develop; and there forth from the 
garden, development and life commenced to spread, with an ever quickening 
speed. 

As the seed from these plants fell into the flowing liquid of ma’an, consisting 
of hydrogen, oxygen, and nitrogen, manifested from within the planetary orb by 
the cooling molten stone, they were transported into areas with differing 


environmental circumstances than that found inside the Garden Of Ares. From 


within the set of genes already present inside the sustaining life stream of these 
plants, new sets of genes thrived inside differing environments, birthing 
numerous exotic subspecies from those of the primary. In this manner variety 
developed, not only inside the Garden Of Ares, but also throughout the entire orb 
of Onfein, as this marvelous expanse of life continued on. 

From above, the flowing rivers of ma’an appeared to glitter in the night glow of 
Llargia and the countless multitude of stars winking from beyond. Even the vast 
majestic forests themselves seemed to possess a sprinkling of bewitching star 
dust reflecting any form of illumination from beyond. Once covered in plant 
growth, the huge mountains arising forth from the landscape appeared more as 
majestic temples somehow created to glorify Jainko Gorina , than mere massive 
jagged stony outcrops with holes of various sizes and shapes found throughout 
the planetary surface. The tinkle of the flowing ma’an in the form of small 
streams, creeks, and rivers coursing throughout the landscape seemed to play a 
type of organized music to beholding ears, simply reverberating along. It was 
almost as if the entire landscape exalted in the glory of Jainko Gorina, who 
granted infinite life solely by his spoken word alone. 

In the center of this garden these mountains of spontaneous temple design 
were massive beyond all imagination, forming a natural central square, with a 
virtual fortress of mountains surrounding it. Some mountains were a hundred 
kilometers across, covered in colossal treelike plants and shrubs; reaching high 
into the heavens above, as if in majestic praise of Jainko Gorina , their supreme 


creator. 


Inside this central square would be located this special divine chateau retreat. 
Here, himself in company with the first and second estate, would dwell as the 
prevailing sensation moved. Their servants would originate from the third estate 
of Ares, dutifully attending every desire and whim of the first two estates; while 
care-taking the precious garden and the marvelous living orb of Onfein at large. 

The supreme God, Jainko Gorina, in company with the first two estates, made 
an occasional abode in the chateau inside the Garden Of Ares. When they gazed 
out across the boundless expanse of forest, the only sounds heard were the 
atmospheric winds moving limb and humongous leaf like appendages, the 
natural music of the flowing ma’an, and an occasional falling limb. 

In those most distant days the only life to be found were celestial beings from 
some other galaxy in the beyond, but the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, tactfully 
placed a barrier against any such intangible intrusions. The second estate 
formed a ring of sword wielding legions, encircling the entire orb of Onfein in 
three rings. Each member took terns serving on the divine patrol, thus no 
passage was allowed onto the surface of Onfein without adequate permission, 
nor outward into the beyond from the planetary surface. 

Jainko Gorina and the first two estates relished with great joy inside their new 
recreational abode, gazing outward across a dazzling immaculate planetary 
landscape. The God Of All smiled, glancing around and declaring; 

“Let us add an extra sparkle to the lush terrarium that we have created. Let us 
hear songs and sounds of creepy crawling creatures, and those that fly 
throughout our expansive woodland. Allow the ma’an to sound with the leaping 


bodies of those who dwell therein. Allow the great crystal sea to teem with all 


forms of life, from that of the most tame, to that of the most exotic, from the 
most minute to the astonishing gigantic. Here we may allow our creative 
energies to run on their own pace. Let there be no restraining rules, save that it 
all be for positive, rather than the negative.” 

With the spoken word came creatures, both great and small, from the planet, 
Tau Celi, transplanted by the third estate in infantile form throughout the entire 
expanse of the landscape. As were the plants, these creature too were among a 
primary species. Bovine type creatures roamed about with multicolored spots, 
stripes, and firs. Ageagrus types of four legged creatures, with single horns 
found in the midst of their heads, appeared in glittering coats of sapphire, peach 
in resemblance of the great Bakarkakoa, emerald green, and snow white. 
Creatures resembling cony with two sets of eyes on either side of their head, and 
fir the color of a flower menagerie, leaped around all over the landscape. Huge 
lumbering creatures with long necks and heads thirty fathoms high, and tails the 
same length, lumbered around, carelessly savoring the exotic forest plant types 
resembling ferns, leaves, any of those with soft stalks, and the luscious grass 
and clover like carpet type of plants. 

Other creatures soon flew in the air throughout the forest without any concern 
for food or safety. Some of these creatures resembled large and small reptilians, 
with leather wings. Others possessed wings covered in feather-like scales. On the 
ground crawled creatures of all sizes and shapes, from the plain and passive, to 
the bizarre and colorful. Many other astonishing creatures appeared onto the 
general planetary scene, resembling humanoids with crimson avialae heads and 


large purple beaks, swinging through the highest timbers. Serpents that grasped 


their tails in their mouths rolling along, raced about on the grounds of the 
natural plains. Huge creatures with necks five fathoms long on massive bodies 
with fins, and carrying flat tails the same length as their necks were long, 
swimming in the flowing ma’an. 

Thus ended the twelfth day of creation on planet Onfein, and the conclusion of 
a week thereon. On the thirteenth day the supreme God Of All Gods rested, from 
which the day following commenced the dawning week, forever known as 
hamabostaldi. 

In those days the plants of the field and several sources of naturally flowing 
liquid, provided nourishment for all life. There was no need for meat, thus there 
was no slaughter of any kind. No potential harm was posed by any creature unto 
another, due to the fact that mutation had not diminished levels of deductive 
reasoning precluding any motion potentially delivering conclusion of an existing 
threat, thus there existed no need for defense mechanisms. Only an endless air 
of elegant tranquility held to its highest degree, and perpetual harmony 
prevailed all throughout the entire planetary realm. The supreme God, Jainko 
Gorina, and the first estate of Ares, carefully surveyed the developing panoramic 
landscape of Onfein, declaring in a voice of interstellar thunder; 

“All herein is well, and gone according to perfected divine programming. It 
will be unto you, Izar Neskamea, queen of the third realm, assigned the duty of 
managing this wonderful oasis of peace and endless tranquility, Onfein. It will be 
the duty of your estate to prune the plants, to prepare the land, to guard the 
planetary orb at large, so that the first and second estates might have their 


leisure to attend far greater celestial concerns than the menial needs of Onfein. 


You shall hence forth be in charge, in accordance to your own situation and 
those of your company, dictated by concerns and circumstances encountered 
upon the surface of Onfein. Myself and the first two estates, will only reside 
herein periodically.” 

At the divine command J/zar Neskamea humbly submitted, graciously accepting 
the divine duty assignment. From her angle of perspective, she would now be 
sole ruler or Erregela Bakarra, of planet Onfein, and chief warden of all life 
thereon. All subordinates would submit unto her authority. All occurrences 
would fall beneath her own judgment. 

She would dwell inside the natural mountain chateau resort the supreme 
commander, Jainko Gorina, designed for himself and his personal company. All 
final decisions would be rendered unto her, with her word alone being final, in 
absence of Jainko Gorina and the first two estates. She would now be supreme 
authority of Onfein, she resolved in silence after Jainko Gorina granted her his 
final commandment before returning with the first and second estates, to his 
heavenly palace in the solar system of Ares. 

In those days throughout various places inside the galaxy of Nebula 87, entire 
realms fell short of much needed minerals to maintain its atmosphere. The end 
result was a phase of gradual warming. In areas already harboring life, vast 
technological civilizations were withering away due to a prevailing lack of 
fundamental resources. 

In certain instances, such as among those found on the planet, Nergal , 
located in the Milky Way Galaxy; once mighty civilizations much older than other 


planets long since withered away due to the same ominous circumstances, along 


with whatever life forms existing in the past. All remaining were scattered 
dilapidated ancient ruins from previous intelligent life, and bizarre life forms 
evolving from sophisticated machines designed by these quasi-humanoid 
residents of distant antiquity; that did not possess a need for nutrient 
subsistence, nor possessed any ability to synthesis solar light into consumable 
energy. Their internal batteries were charged from the very rotational vibrations 
of the planetary orb itself. These mechanized life forms roamed the barren 
deserts of Nergal at total liberty, often forbidding all who dared enter in, landing 
access. 

To prevent this type of destruction from consuming the galaxy of Nebula 87, 
elemental minerals such as gold, silver, cobalt, copper, and many others were 
needed to rejuvenate the atmosphere. Gold and silver above all others, were 
highly prized for their ability to rejuvenate the troposphere. Since Onfein was a 
new planet, these minerals flourished in the stone found throughout the entire 
orbital surface. Part of the labor assignment was for the third estate to mine 
these elements out in selective compounds, then transport such specified 
supplies into these dying areas found inside Nebula 87. The intelligent entities 
therein would attend to a proportionately measured distribution, upon receipt. 

Mining demanded that vast tunnels be dug into the stone surface. Few 
materials, other than diamond, would accomplish this task of boring through 
such dense stone. Diamond was not simple to locate. When it was finally located 
the planetary surface needed working. As beings from this third estate labored 
they became weary in their task, pleading in disparaging earnest to the god- 


queen of the third realm estate, [zar Neskamea; 


“Have mercy on us all, please oh queen of the third realm on Ares. Our labor is 
intensive. Must we, as beings of wisdom, be so content in it? Is it not within our 
grasp to seek out alternative means of acquiring these precious elements from 
the surface of Onfein?” 

So the queen listened to their cries for relief, giving the matter much thought. 
After a time, times a time, and half a time, the queen finally offered her company 
reply to their question in beseech of a more merciful labor solution. 

“Allow us to devise a creature who will carry the load for us. These beings 
shall be intellectual enough to accomplish any task placed out before them, but 
not enough to threaten us with their escape, and thrive in future independence 
from our company. Into the alluvial clay of Onfein, we shall pour forth our life 
giving flow. When the inner sustenance and the clay has been kneaded, we shall 
craft a platoon of thirty individuals into each of our own image, with an 
accompanying duty assignment to carry our belaboring burdens. Once this task 
has been accomplished, I shall then blow the breath of life into these forms of 
mere elemental clay and true vein. Thus in perfect likeness unto our own own 
relationship with the first and second realms of immaculate Ares, so shall our 
relationship be to them.” 

Thirty individuals from within the third estate immediately arose to the 
challenge. Each individual shed his own inner nutrient flow with a fine blade of 
electromagnetism. From this life bestowing flow was separated DNA genetic 
material. From the alluvial soil of Onfein was extracted clay-like elemental 
matter. From this clay-like matter were extracted specific elements, that when 


combined with those from the inner life-giving flow of the third estate, allowed 


the molded form to assume a gray, flesh-like consistency. The clay was molded 
into an elegant resemblance of the craftsman’s own form. Into the mouth of each 
figure, Izar Neskamea blew her sweet breath. In a single instant these thirty 
figures became living, breathing beings, fully aware of their surroundings; but at 
the same time, not necessarily their prevailing circumstances, nor their position 
inside neither the planetary or universal realms at large. 

As these living beings came to life, their flesh eventually assumed the 
constitution of a somewhat dim, golden aura. Their bodies materialized into a 
refined spotless image, in every manner of actuality. Their physical appearances 
gradually transformed into virtual masterpieces of absolute perfection, with 
rippling muscles, totally absent of any imperfection. Their hair resembled a 
flowing combination of verdant threads, bearing a slight hint of unique maroon 
or flaxen tinge. Their eyes resembled a set of intrepid, piercing radiant sapphire 
orbs. Their intellect, while being superior to mere mortality, lay only a touch 
beneath the third estate. Their height was some three meters tall, on average. 

The thirty stood side by side all in a row, awaiting inspection from queen Jzar 
Neskamea. Their countenance was one of total submissiveness to the divine 
queen and her minions. All their needs were accounted for. Their lives were 
those of total devotion to any desire of the third estate, in an identical manner as 
the third estate in heaven was to the first and second. They were refereed to by 
the queen as The Children Of Ares, and the third dimension, while the third 
dimension itself was known as standing among the divine Family Of Ares. 

From dusk until dawn they labored inside the mines, seeking out and 


gathering all desired minerals upon request. They were especially searching for 


stores of gold and silver throughout the surface of Onfein. Large reserves were 
much desired over the smaller ones. The labor was continuous and incessant, but 
the bodies of these humanoids were vigorous, with infinite life spans. Their 
powers were those of intellect, while their psychological constitution was one of 
total submissiveness to their heavenly masters. They knew no sickness, no death, 
no thoughts or desires of the negative, to any degree of consideration. They were 
totally possessed by all that was positive, as was the entire planetary realm of 
Onfein during that enchanted era, while being completely submissive and 
humbly respectful to the third estate in the solar system of Ares. 

This new creation of queen Izar Neskamea, performed its duties to such 
perfection that the queen created twelve legions more for the purpose of 
manning more mines, but also for the purpose of care taking planet Onfein, 
especially the cherished Garden Of Ares and the chateau area. As the duties 
accumulated and multiplied while the landscape continued to expand, Jzar 
Neskamea soon determined that her creation was in need of an ability to 
recreate itself, thus preserving her from exerting the effort to create more . 

With minor adjustments to the anatomy of these children born from the life 
spring of Ares, male and female were created. One half would hold the egg, while 
the other half held the seed. The half holding the egg formed a blossom-like 
receptacle inside its lower midsection, while the half holding the seed would 
perform the insertion due to a self protruding shaft appendage located in a 
central area of the anatomy. This shaft would emerge from within the body cavity 
itself, standing totally erect at will of the desiring individual; rather than by its 


own initiative, motivated solely by hormonal balance. 


Inside each being was instilled a compulsive desire by Izar Neskamea for 
performing these reproductive tasks. Soon seeds were being planted, while eggs 
were being fertilized, and new laborers were consequently being born as the first 
babes of Onfein. The queen of the third estate gazed down upon her creation, 
proclaiming in a glowing radiance; 

“What we have accomplished is outstanding, my comrades and ever loyal 
devotees. Allow us to attend unto our administrative duties in the solar system of 
Ares. While our blessed creation labors, we might only appear occasionally to 
ensure that all is well, and that all duties are performed according to divine 
protocol. In such a manner, may all of our challenges transform into grand 
accomplishment.” 

Following her spoken words, the entire third estate was jubilant at the fact of 
their emerging relief. Their new assignments now loomed forthright on their 
minds, above all other concerns regarding the planet, Onfein. 

From the deepest depths of the interstellar void, Infernuko Erregina, queen of 
all that is negative, gazed upward in bedazzled awe. She observed the 
astounding success found in the creation of the superior God, Jainko Gorina, and 
the freedom he granted unto /zar Neskamea, and the third estate in managing 
the planet, Onfein. The beauty viewed in this place of recreation, and found in 
her sister’s astonishing creation highly aroused her emotion of envy, since this 
wicked passion of covetousness is found only in a dismal world of the mutated 
negative. 

The fact of being arousing her passion of envy most of all, was found in the 


creation by the third estate, of The Children Of Ares, their astounding success in 


Maintaining the environment; and the new universal liberty the third estate 
consequently discovered in The Children Of Ares’ ability to perform all assigned 
labor tasks, especially in the area of reproducing their own kind. As a direct 
result of this subtle opposition, a superbly calculated scheme to initiate a total 
destruction of all life on Onfein, was hatched into her infinite gloomy mind. 

In the bleakness of midnight on Onfein, Infernuko Erregina confronted queen 
Izar Neskamea, while relaxing in her throne as she sipped the lusciously alluring 
Nectar Of Divinity inside the natural chateau plaza area, declaring; 

“Oh dear queen, you surly possess a splendid paradise of your own creation. I 
can clearly observe where you relish in the fact of all species thereon, being 
totally devoted unto your every whimsical desire.” 

“Yes, that much is so, but this creation of Onfein most certainly is not that of 
my own,” spoke Jzar Neskamea in reply. 

“You are very wise in the choice of your words, oh my dearest elder sister. 
Allow me to test your notion of loyalty from your dear children, oh great and 
mighty sister of mine. I say, underneath the proper set of circumstances, your 
creation shall eventually turn against you and all that you stand for, or ever shall. 
I say in a grand finality, they shall even curse father Janiko Garina himself, to the 
point of denying his very existence in the very face of his wonderful creation, 
Onfein” 

“Do as you wish, and you will come to see the folly in your ways,” replied /zar 
Neskamea. “Always remember that the creation of these children born from the 
life spring of Ares, is mine, and the creation of Onfein, is the supreme father, 


Jainko Gorina’s, and nobody else.” 


“T shall always recall and respect these timeless facts,” spoke Infernuko 
FErregina to the queen of the third dimension. 

The deceptive plan was already conceived in the mind of queen, /nfernuko 
FErregina , hailing from the bleak negative sub-system, Damuzi, among the stars. 
So thus, she turned to speak her own commanding words unto the elements of 
planet, Onfein, and into the boundless solar dimension beyond. 

“Henceforth for all infinity, when the warm peach radiance of Bakakaboa 
shines upon you, oh children of Ares, his embracing veil shall be cursed against 
you, and your life spring. The x-rays inside this brilliance shall cause the very 
genes in your life giving flow to mutate into a continuing negative 
metamorphosis. While these mutations shall never reveal themselves in the first 
generation, they will most certainly manifest in the second trienta-score 
generation as either physical defects of various sorts and varieties, or mental 
defects, as the power of chance with infinite genetic combination has it to be. All 
of life on Onfein shall likewise be cursed by your own gift of radiance, 
Bakakaboa. 

“The life giving ma’an you consume Shall also be eternally cursed against you. 
The chemicals found therein originating from the belly of Onfein, shall motivate a 
genetic mutation of the same. These mutations shall be absent from the first 
generation in their negative manifestation, but the second generation shall 
surely be cursed, as every other one following. 

“The bizarre creeping, crawling organisms of the field, woods, and alluvial 
plains all around you, shall be cursed against you. When they eventually learn to 


sting or bite, as they surely will upon being exposed to the incessant glow of 


Bakakaboa, their bites or stings shall bear toxic chemical combinations, 
generating genetic mutation in the life giving blood of this golden race from 
Ares. The first generation shall be free from manifestation of this decadent 
genetic mutation, but the second generation shall surely fall underneath its 
eternal spell. 

“Resulting from this perpetuation of genetic mutation, not only shall you turn 
against the planet, Onfein, in the identical manner as the life on Onfein, shall you 
turn on yourselves. I hereby declare you shall even turn against the queen, your 
divine creator, Izar Neskamea. In the end even the great supreme Lord Of All 
Lords, Jainko Gorina, shall be the target of your extending ungratefulness, and 
the victim of your irrational insolence. 

“Prior to you descending into cruel brutish mortal beasts, you and all of Onfein 
shall sing praises unto me, Jnfernuko Erregina, the queen of all that is negative, 
before you praise even your own creator and the supreme God,, Jainko Gorina, 
who liberally grants you life for another day. When your inner being transcends 
the great gulf found in the outer dimension, separating the living and the dead 
among whom you shall one day stand, the part inherited unto you from the third 
dimension of Ares shall return unto me, rather than to the third realm, and the 
court of Jainko Gorina . Thus then, you shall all be mine! 

“Your fate on Onfein shall be that you deteriorate intellectually, first by 
crossing into the intellectual realm of mortal beasts, then your bodies shall 
literally assume the physical appearance of raging hominoid beasts themselves! 
None of you shall forever more dwell on the surface of Onfein as a superior life 


form immediately beneath the third realm of Ares. By your own actions and 


thoughts, you shall all fade away over the course of the ages, until you eventually 
exist thereon no more. I say to further my own words, you shall turn on 
yourselves, completely destroying yourselves, and consequently rubbing away 
your own presence from the planetary surface of Onfein.” 

Her laughter then carried forward on the winds of Onfein, and on the solar 
winds of the entire galactic universe. She took great pleasure in her actions 
facilitating all that was negative, and her ability of causing destruction 
throughout the beautiful planet, Onfein, created by Jainko Gorina ; destined to 
perish by its own elemental resources turning against it, in combination with the 
future actions of its residents resulting from this rude betrayal of nature and 
their own kind. 

The first generation would endure for the most extended period of time, since 
the genetic mutations had not manifested nor affected most. For seven, thousand 
year generations, the children of Ares labored in the mines and throughout the 
twelve provinces of planet, Onfein. The children of Ares dutifully obeyed the 
commandments of Izar Neskamea, and Jainko Gorina , and in reward for this 
adoration and service the God, Jainko Gorina , granted them an extension of 
liberty from the coming horrible effects of the mutation, for three more 
millennium. 

When four thousand and ninety years had transpired, the blessed children of 
Ares served their time as laborers for the third realm. Their numbers had by 
now filled the entire expanse of the garden itself. Their loyalty and service was 
acknowledged by queen, /zar Neskamea, and the realm at large. Thus the queen 


publicly addressed the gathered congregation in The Garden Of Ares. 


“Oh my dearest children, how blessed have we, of the third dimension, been by 
your presence on Onfein. We have repaired the long damaged atmosphere of 
Nebula 87. We have taken all that was needed by your assistance. In reward for 
your loyalty and dutiful employment, henceforth for all infinity, you shall be of 
free will. You shall travel where your passions shall lead. For all time forward 
you shall be referred to henceforth, as the anointed Danaan, the matriarch 
species, Urrezko, from the glorious solar system, Ares, on the Planet Onfein! 

“It is you who are the cherished children of the third dimension. Through your 
liberty of will you shall prove your complete loyalty, or your inability to exhibit 
fidelity. Go now, all across the planet, Onfein. Raise high your own creations, 
engage in your own beneficial duty assignments. Become fruitful, my dearest 
ones, and multiply to fill every farthermost corner of Onfein. I declare henceforth 
aloud unto the entire interstellar universe, your destiny lies in your own hands, 
oh ye chosen species of Arioan Urrezko! 

“ All of you, each and every clan, from every future province, are essentially the 
very heavenly glitter of my eye, and the receptors of my total adoration. I must 
warn you, however, to never forsake your obedience unto myself, and the 
magnificent God Of All, Jainko Gorina . Hence forward, arise and go forth. 
Prepare for eternal galactic victory and an eventual domination of your solar 
system! Oh my dear chosen ones, most assuredly the future is yours for the 


taking!” 


Book Two 


The Age Of Serenity 


A central beginning from within the anointed garden of primary species, was 
where the blessed Species Of Eurrezko made its way forward across the 
planetary surface of Onfein, filling land areas and eventually designating twelve 
provinces, destined to be populated with its own intellectual kind. The names of 


these future provinces were titles glorifying god-kings and queens from the third 


estate; Coeus, Crius, Hyperion, Tethys, Rhea, Theia, , Samhine, Themis, Selene, 
Leto, Eos, Hemclavata. 

The Garden Of Ares stood in the most central area of the planetary surface. In 
the beginning ages the species of Errezko was a virtual pinnacle of absolute 
perfection. The planet itself provided for every need of nourishment, shelter, 
clothing, and ma’an, for quenching thirst, healing sick bodies, and providing 
plant based nourishment. No negatives existed inside this adoring Elysium 
environment. 

There was no theft, no envy, no need for lies, no greed, no degenerating lust 
or acts of debauchery, no slothfulness. Every individual derived great pleasure 
from the task society and the surrounding environment demanded of him or her. 
There were no diseases, no propensity for disease, bodies were temples of 
absolute perfection, there were no addictions, no negative habits or 
contemplation. Society itself existed according to a clearly defined set of 
established premises. Each premise being methodically deduced, lead 
consequently into the next, until an inviolable rule of reason transported the 
individual ever forward into a state of absolute virtue spiritually, intellectually, 
and economically, where a situation of complete contentment and exhalation 
knew no limitations. 

The physical appearance of individuals was one of light radiant gold, such as 
that emanating from the surface of nighttime’s chief radiating orb, Llargia. This 
outstanding species was also referred to individually as “beings of iridescence,” 
by generations future from this Era Of Serenity. The hair was straight as 


bamboo, and of a light verdant hue, often combined with distinct hints of flaming 


maroon or halcyon. Their features were sharp and defined by physical 
development and natural strength. Their faces were long. Their eyes were of a 
piercing delicate cerulean radiating forward in glowing prominence, as if peering 
directly into the very souls of those standing before them. Their intellect was one 
of an absolute superlative perfection in rule of logic, analysis, and deduction. 
Any station less than that of genius, or pratibha, as the standard intellectual 
plateau was referred to in the language of the day, was a result of mutation in 
the distant future. Such horrendous negatives were unknown during the time, 
however. 

The individual was in possession of an ability to project his inner self, his inner 
being, directly into the mind of any who stood gazing upon his physical form. He 
was in possession of the ability to read the thoughts of he who stood facing 
directly, or deductively anticipating future moves via those already taken, or 
personality profiles analyzed and deductively assumed; but never to a point of 
inflexibility in conviction, should any need for a transformation ever occur. 
Physical perfection merging with that of intellectualism at large, motivated to 
create a vast empire and civilization of the highest order in technology, greatly 
surpassing that of any post patrimonial generation emerging in the ever dawning 
future. 

In those earliest days during this Age Of Serenity, the god beings originating 
inside the third dimension, descended from the solar system of Ares onto the 
surface of Onfein. These beings were lord over a multitude of skills and social 
events, of which the species, Errezko, presently knew not, other than knowledge 


gained via trial and error, or deduction and analysis. 


Their assigned task was to educate the Species Of Errezko in development of 
certain skills, into a state of eventual absolute perfection. These beings include 
the heavenly lords harboring skills of architecture, government, carpentry, 
enterprise, farming, hunting, marriage, wisdom, philosophy, manufacturing of 
divine libation, instruction, festivities, and many more social areas far to 
exhaustive for listing herein. In times much later than the Age Of Serenity, when 
mutation had wrought its terrible destruction on huge masses of the patrimonial 
population, and new inferior mutant subspecies appeared on the planetary 
scene; the divine Lord Of Military Strategy And Weapon Technology, Anunitu, 
would manifest to offer instruction in the art of war to the superlative species Of 
Errezko. 

In this extraordinarily positive environment science and research, 
mathematics, and the arts at large, knew no limitations. The Species Of Errezko 
knew no limitations in their creative and intellectual aspirations. Each individual 
was a master in his own area of excellence primarily, and secondarily in a 
multitude of others. 

Paintings practically came to life, being virtual windows into alternative 
galactic and interstellar dimensions, through which individuals could enter in. 
Poetry and literature assumed the same attribute, drawing the reader inward, 
until readers was virtually consumed by the descriptive power of the very words 
before him, and the prominent picture painted on the canvas of his own mind. 
Music was as if possessed by intelligent forces unseen, invading actual bodies of 
listeners, painting pictures upon their own intellect, into which they were 


virtually consumed. 


Via these channels new worlds, realms, and discoveries were constantly being 
made. Events occurring in other galaxies, and on different planets, could literally 
be observed without one ever leaving the surface of Onfein. 

Inside the verdant provincial woodlands, the gigantic Zuhatezu tree oozed a 
certain type of hypnotic sap by virtual liter sized bucket fulls. As these trees 
arose to tower into the skies, the roots would spread to such an extent that the 
soil would cave in at the crotch, forming virtual ponds near a league wide and 
some four fathoms deep. Individuals walking in the spirit of literature, portrait 
painting, music, or due to a conclusion of mere logic and reasoning, could gaze 
forth trance-like into this sap, while deeply savoring a luscious lemon-like scent; 
where virtual window portals into alternative occultist dimensions visualized in 
these pieces of sensational art, would materialize into a heart-stopping reality. 

Huge flat smooth stones of clear crystal bore potential for reflecting these 
portal windows, through which individuals might pass from one dimension into 
the next. Doing so often landed him on planets existing outside of his own 
universal realm. Images of individuals might also be transmitted from one portal 
to another, through which these individuals might converse with others, even 
though they may stand virtual galaxies apart. 

Beings from other dimensions soon became aware of this specific talent on 
Onfein, developed by its super intelligent population, then in eventuality learned 
to pass from their own dimension into that of Onfein. During those days of 
complete serenity on Onfein, supreme God, Jainko Gorina, preserved the Species 


Of Erresko from becoming influenced by belligerent creatures awaiting in the 


murky nirvana beyond. Only the most benevolent were allowed any form of 
interstellar passage onto the surface of Onfein. 

Scientific discoveries were made during the great Age Of Serenity bedazzling 
even the most developed imaginations of the time, and of the future, with the 
splendor of its most gifted inhabitants. The population of Onfein developed an 
ability of flight across the surface of Onfein and interstellar space. They 
discovered the process of harnessing variations of power found in all planetary 
elements. 

They consequently harnessed the healing and energetic power of daylight’s 
supreme source in the heavenly solar system. They discovered veiled procedures 
for improving themselves into a greater height of perfection, mentally and 
physically. These traits they positively anticipated, would offset the corrupting 
forces of degeneration they already intuitively realized would eventually 
overtake the planetary life-realm at large, although they continually struggled to 
avert this consuming eventuality into the ultimate negativity. 

For a period of seven, seven hundred year generations, these supreme Lords 
Of Skills hailing from the third dimension of Ares, would thrive among the 
species of Errezko; standing as mighty kings ruling vast high technology 
complexes, chief lords of intellectually abiding inside ever advancing university 
systems, and benevolent absolute monarchs of all twelve provinces on the planet, 
Onfein. 

During the age of seven galactic suns, and that terrible hail of universal 
asteroids by Bhatta Damsamasaka, from the sub-star realm, Messier 83, the god 


kings of Onfein abandoned the Species Of Errezko unto themselves and their 


own designs. As these god kings from the third realm arose back into the 
trilateral estate of heaven, they promised one day to return during a time of 
universal chaos, reestablishing themselves, while restoring the species of 
Errezko back into their ante-mutated state of being; leading all of Onfein in 
company with the entire universal realm, into a new age of complete serenity, 
like that never before witnessed anywhere in any universal galactic realm. 

As these god beings from the third estate lifted upward from the surface of 
Onfein, they appeared unto inhabitants of Onfein to diminish directly into the 
huge brilliant peach orb of Bakabaroka. For this reason the inhabitants of Onfein 
conceived the idea that Bakabaroka was actually home to these entities inside 
what they perceived as being the solar system of Ares. As the days of mutation 
commenced to bear affect on provincial populations, grossly deteriorating 
intellectual capacity and abilities; and the inhabitants therein lacked the ability 
to deductively arrive at substantiated conclusions, many would commence to 
actually worship the orb of Barakaboa itself as a supreme god, rather than Jainko 
Gorina. This situation would occur in many generations future from the time of 
the Age Of Serenity, however. 

During the great Age Of Serenity, an order of religion was developed in 
facilitation of the commandment for adoration and submission by queen /zar 
Neskamea , being directed primarily toward the supreme God Of The Universe, 
Jainko Gorina, and toward his most immediate subordinates, to a much lesser 
degree. On an expansive plateau rim of mountains overlooking vast alluvial 
wooded plains beneath, massive stone structures were constructed by the 


species of Erresko. 


These structures consisted of circles some three kilometers in diameter, with a 
perfectly straight wall running through the exact center, from two differing 
circular walls. In the exact center of the circle, where the two perfectly straight 
stone walls intersected, was constructed a massive central alter for a holy 
sacrifice in superlative patrimonial life spring. Exactly one third of the way out 
from this alter, on either side of the primary alter along the straight wall, were 
constructed two secondary alters of alluring incense sacrifice. 

The eight seasons of Onfein were as such. The first four were those of cool 
weather to cold, and the last four were those of increasing warmth, into a season 
of sweltering heat. During the center of these eight months existed a three week 
period consisting of thirteen, seventy two hour days per single week, where the 
weather never clouded and the blessed orb of peach radiance, Barakaboa, never 
darkened, except on a single occasion. 

During this prevailing fifty two day period of time, on the twenty forth day at 
midday, the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, placed his eternal signature on planet 
Onfein, its orbiting orb dominating the darkness, and all inhabitants thereon 
both great and small, to include the species of Erresko. The orb of Llargia 
rotated around Onfein, with its enlightened face toward Onfein in perpetuity, 
with its dark side being opposite. 

On the tenth day at midday, the orb of Llargia would pass between Onfein and 
Bakabartoa, with the orb flushing exactly with the peach circle of Bakabartoa, 
then pause in exact position for nine hours. This event would hail a three day 
time of darkness on the surface of Onfein, intended only for paying homage to , 


Jainko Gorina, the chief God Of The Universe, and his lesser associates. 


When the period of darkness commenced and the shadow covering the lightly 
golden orb of Llargia was observed to move, huge masses gathered inside the 
sheltered central area of the temple complex. At this time psalms of praises were 
sang by massive congregations to the honor of Jainko Gorina . Ceremonies of 
elegant festivity were performed. Great quantities of food and enchanting nectar 
drink were consumed for a day and one half; when the peach orb would stand at 
its height above the surface of Onfein, completely covered by Llargia, supreme 
orb of the starlit midnight sky. 

At this exact moment of position, a holy prayer was issued upward toward the 
loft of Ares, for preservation in an unadulterated and abiding lucidity of paternal 
life spring by the species of Errezeko. An issue of their own was produced, being 
a female offspring carefully selected over the past nine months prior, in her 
duodecimal year, the traditional age of adulthood and perfection. Virginity was 
assured from the fact that parents were instructed by the lording Goddess Of 
Life Spring Lucidity, from the third estate of Ares, Odol Garbitasuna, to arrange 
marriage with one in possession of a totally transparent ante-mutated patrimony, 
from within the wealthiest among planetary clans. 

Many parents prayed that their clans would be chosen for making this honored 
sacrifice, and their female offspring longed to be the chosen one; since every 
avenue for anticipating imperfection was dutifully examined, and a public 
statement of perfection was announced unto the congregated masses on this 
great day of celestial sacrifice; thus offering an astonishing irrefutable pedigree 


of absolute perfection to the selected clan. 


Families who donated their offspring, would be completely supported by a 
body of priests residing inside the temple complex, as time continued onward. 
Immediate family members could be formally inducted into the temple 
priesthood without contest, if a desire existed to be so. An account stenciled 
inside the genetic record incorporated into the ever resilient herb of scribes for 
all future time, was kept of these families who made this supreme donation; thus 
they were destined for glittering Glory In Perpetuity, by the ages henceforth. No 
alternative status was embraced more ardently by the superlative Species Of 
FErresko than that of Glory In Perpetuity. 

Since this shedding of life spring was committed in the name of Jainko Gorina , 
and done amid an air of passion to evoke positive forces, there existed no form of 
curse or condemnation on the individuals conducting the ceremony. A complete 
subservient willingness to accommodate powers of divinity prevailed among the 
population in its entirety. A conviction of duty and commitment dominated 
throughout the intellect of the population at large. On this special yearly 
occasion, and only on this entrancing moment, was the shedding of life spring 
allowed; nor did it ever occur on any other occasion, situation, or circumstance, 
at any time during the great Age Of Serenity. 

Neither the Danaan of Onfein, nor the gods from any of the three estates on 
Ares, condemn the perpetrators, nor did any view the matter of occurrence in 
any form of negative light. The life spring sacrifice was an offering of the very 
best on Onfein, saturated with positive emotion, served up in consecrated 
gratitude for the divine gifts of supreme intellectualism, excellence in physical 


body; and an enduring lifetime spent in an Elysium oasis of positive 


surroundings, free of any negatives whatsoever existing in the planetary 
surroundings or inside the interstellar solar system in which Onfein was 
positioned. 

At the very moment immediately prior to the immaculate peach glow of the 
blessed orb, Bakakaboa, 

the chosen female was brought to stand before the central primary altar of 
sacrifice. Across the vast alluvial plane beyond, both she and the massive 
congregation of Vishnu gazed forward upon this wonderful peach orb, absorbed 
in total contemplation amid a prevailing sensation of absolute submission. 

The high priest, with a waist length verdant beard bearing hinting threads of 
flaming maroon to signify superlative strength and wisdom, selected by family 
origin due to supreme accomplishment and astounding intellectual achievement; 
presided over the forthcoming ceremony. With both hands raised high, facing the 
now purple sky of dawn above a distant horizon, the high priest donned in a long 
calcimine robe signifying absolute perfection and lucidity, with an apron adorned 
in the twenty seven sacred gems invested with power of prophesy from the god- 
men of the third estate, attached by buttons of translucent gold around his 
immaculate waist and thighs; commenced the initiating prayer of eternal praise 
and divine offering. 

“Oh Jainko Gorina, we praise you our great and mighty immaculate master, 
who resides on the throne of eternal destiny in the solar system of mightyAres, 
above which you preside o’er the ten realms of interstellar existence. Please 
continue onward in your divine blessing upon our planet, Onfein, upon our 


exalted achievement, and the superlative beings of Danaan at large. We, asa 


collective congregation standing before you at this very moment, hail your 
emerging signature from the heavens above! 

“We, the Danaan, oh great and powerful one, who are the interstellar glitter of 
your omniscient eye, are gracious in perpetuity unto you, oh Lord Of All Lords, 
that you have preserved our precious patrimony from the evil of corrupting 
degeneration; which is permanent from every perspective of consideration, 
compelling us beyond our abilities to resist, into a state of negative 
transformation until we become brutish mortal beasts responding only to the 
most elemental compulsions of environmental extremity, raw biology, and shear 
emotion, of which filthy brutes lack any ability to control. Unto you, oh great and 
mighty one residing upon the colossal fire and ice Throne Of Destiny in the first 
dimension of grandiose Ares beyond, we hail in tremendous jubilation, the 
glowing splendor of your indefinite magnitude!” 

When the brilliantly massive orb, Bakarkakoa, arose above the horizon on the 
vast alluvial plain beyond the immense mountain plateau upon which the temple 
complex stood, searing the purple sky into an emerging hue of perfect peach, the 
masses raised their extending palms forward, cheering with all power of 
collective force their bodies held to offer. The female escorted by four among the 
chief priests in this Cult Of Bakarkakoa And Odol Garbitasuna, two on either 
side, ascended the spiral staircase of a massive altar positioned toward the 
interstellar skies and the solar system of Ares. The high priest dutifully followed 
behind. 

Once the great orb, Bakarkakoa , had arisen in partiality above the distant 


horizon, as the congregational masses cheered on in great jubilation, the female 


was exhorted to toast the orb of Bakarkakoa and the god-queen of sanguineous 
lucidity, Odol Garbitasuana, as she consumed a golden chalice filled with the 
precious Nectar Of Divinity. The effects of this nectar, when consumed in 
combination with the embracing rays of Bakarkakoa , eradicated all sensations of 
anxiety and pain, arousing an actual burning lust from deep within for the 
forthcoming atonement of her own life spring. 

From his hip the High Priest who accompanied the escorting four, pulled his 
Lynpin, with the instantly emanating lightning bolt bearing interior sensors, 
allowing it to automatically adjust itself upon perception from its holder, into a 
ray only 15.24 centimeters in length, and the rays adjusting to slice rather than 
sear; whereupon the female leaned over a concave summit of the great altar, and 
the priest moved the ray over her underarm area and her stomach, where lay 
primary arteries supplying the life flow throughout her body, spilling its verdant 
contents upon the massive alter of sacrifice. 

Soon the body of the female lost its consciousness, but not its life, collapsing 
into the concave altar surface. The four priests in company with the high priest, 
lifted high their own golden chalices filled to the rim with the luscious Nectar Of 
Divinity, giving an exalted cheer of salutation to the to the supreme God Of All, 
Jainko Gorina, and his subordinate god being of eternal patrimony, Odol 
Garbitasuna. 

Upon that very instant flames bolted forth from the interstellar havens, 
directly into the altar below, consuming the body of the sacrificial female and the 
spilled verdant life flow; cheers arose in great jubilant exhalation from both the 


priests and the massive congregation below. Then the high priest, who now re- 


positioned himself to stand upon the great altar rim, turned to address the 
collective congregation below. 

“Oh dear ones, hailing from the planetary surface of Onfein, standing among 
the gilded species of Errezko, our gracious offering of superlative life spring has 
been accepted by the Superior One On High. Hail to the majestic one who stands 
upon yon solar summit to relish our humble beseech!,” he announced, as he and 
the congregation simultaneously raised their golden chalice in exalted salutation 
to the orb of peach, the supreme Lord Of All Lords, Jainko Gorina, and the ever 
generous goddess of lucidity in consanguinity, Odol Garbitasuna. 

“We have been blessed by an extension of perfection once more again, oh my 
dearest comrades! ,” declared the high priest to the collective masses below. 
“We have now bore witness unto this blessing by an acceptance of our humbling 
gift of the ultimate sacrifice. May we all go forward again in perpetual 
recognition of our enduring prosperity, never forsaking our holy commandments 
of recognition. May we, the endowed Danaan, always and forevermore give 
recollection to the origin of our precious endowment granted in gold. 

“Go forth again upon the surface of Onfein, to relish in peace and prosperity 
for another rotational duration, when our planetary orb shall reposition itself in 
this exact place once more again. May the prosperity granted from the God Of 
All Gods, Jainko Gorina, and the absolute benevolence of queen /zar Neskamea, 
go with you for evermore, Amaeria!.” 


Book Three 


The Transgression And Degeneration 


During the time of the Elysium paradise on Onfein, civilizations and metropolis 
complexes erected in the ideology of philosophy and deduction, were 
constructed; although the Danaan chiefly dwelt in a natural planetary oasis 
environment. Already certain individuals were in possession of life spring 
corrupted genetically by rays of the peach orb, Barakatoa, and various chemicals 
found in the ma’an flow. 

As time continued to progress, the second generation bore physical 
manifestations of this genetic mutation. These physical manifestations included 
being born with an extra eye in the forehead, or this central eye being the sole 
one unto itself. An extra arm or leg was a result of this mutation, or no limbs at 
all. A dual shaft of procreation might extend to such a degree, that two willing 
mutant females could be impregnated simultaneously. Four glands instead of 
two, hanging beneath the shaft of procreation often manifested in those affected 
by mutation. An individual may also possess male and female genitalia. Terminal 
debilitating Disease, such as those deteriorating the life stream within the body, 
manifested, as did the propensity for these diseases and many more. Some 
offspring were born combined within the bodies of others. Defected individuals 
often assumed characteristics of exotic star creatures who roam the galactic 
hinterlands beyond; revealing unto the perceptive, alternative methods employed 
by belligerent beings from afar who were once forbidden access, for invading the 
planetary surface of Onfein, in circumvention of its divine shield of protection. 

Other offspring were born with the head covering of living, independently 
intelligent ophidian creatures, rather than hair. More than a few were born with 


what appeared to be bovine heads, and humanoid bodies, or bovine gentility, and 


an unnatural apatite for engaging the precursor action needed for egg 
fertilization in females; all conducted outside of any divine blessing from the 
realm of positivism. Many mutant females bore the same tainted motivation for 
receiving this implantation of corrupted seed into the hallowed egg receptacle. 

This ordained action taken in absence of any divine blessing on the physical 
union between male and female, not only was done in disregard for the written 
sanctified holy commandment, given directly from goddess of marriage, 
Amunuru herself, during the earliest days of creation; but also served to 
exacerbate the frequency of mutation found inside the bodies of these infected 
families, and that of resulting offspring at large. 

These resulting new sub-creatures born and bred from the negative forces of 
genetic mutation, tended to dwell in the deepest wilderness areas, far from the 
ultra-civilized world of the Danaan. These bizarre, often violent, bloodthirsty 
mutants, were referred to by the Danaan hereafter as Levenwolves. These 
creatures also bore an unnatural lust for the life stream of the Danaan. It was 
here, among these so affected clans, where the first incidences of rape, murder, 
cannibalism, and depredation occurred on Onfein. 

One of the most serious physical manifestations resulting from these incidents 
of genetic mutation, was the formation of a bipedal being in possession of a 
robust biped’s body, a rude anthropoid or canine face, a head covering bearing a 
consistency of an exotic fleece from the dismal galactic hinterlands, and flesh 
bearing a tint of putrefaction, rather than one of an aura encompassing any level 
of halcyon brilliance. A lion’s tail emanated from the central hind quarters of this 


mutant sub-group, at times more often or not, touching the ground to the extent 


where the situation demanded for this tail to be trimmed. A scent of dissolution 
emanated from these now, base mortal sub-entities; literally repulsing those 
from among the mighty species of Erresko, in combination with their impish, 
rude, irrational mannerisms and behavior. 

With an ever increasing level of incidence, more of these brutish bipeds were 
being born to infected families, to a point where these sub-creatures were 
designing to exist as their own collective congregation, often intentionally 
imposing themselves upon the Danaan. These new bipedal beings were referred 
to by the Danaan henceforth as the Narapazu. 

The encroaching infection bearing the most detrimental manifestations were 
those mutations resulting in mental abnormalities. The most noted were those 
known down through the ages in commonality, such as what would much later in 
time be referred to as uathachas, atzerapena, partially developed minds, mutism, 
or minds lacking any ability to concentrate. Schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, and 
a general lacking in the tendency to possess a sound rationality, constituted less 
immediately noticeable mental manifestations of mutation. The more unnoticed 
mental manifestations, however, were destined to play a crucial deciding factor 
in the future history of planet, Onfein. 

While the minds of the Levenwolves were vicious, irrational, raging, and 
incompatible with Danaan society, the sub-species consequently preferred to 
dwell far outside the parameters of a gradually developing Danaan village 
society, tactfully eluding contact at every available opportunity. The minds of the 
Narapazu, however, were of an exact opposite, preferring interaction with the 


Danaan whom they were aware despised them ardently; even rising up to 


demand allowance of this interaction from Danaan leadership, to the rude point 
of literally imposing themselves. This demand for a compelled submission unto 
the ultimate insult, was done so in spite of Danaan citizenry voicing adamant 
objection, racing hurriedly away from the approach of any individual Narapazu. 
This base tendency of imposition was more evidence of the depth genetic 
mutation seized within the prevailing intellect of this ever materializing sub- 
species. Reasons for this overt rejection by the gilded Danaan were far more 
than repulsive physical and reactionary differences, however. 

The Narapazu were given to complete emotional volatility, exploding with an 
unjustifiable rage at even the slightest suggestion for them to do so. They 
appeared to enjoy a sensation of what they perceived as being situational control 
over the Danaan in these baseless tantrums. While the Narapazu virtually never 
possessed any pretext for their rude public outbursts, yet these audible verbal 
public interjections materialized all the same. 

A mentality of complete self absorption pervaded the intellect of the Narapazu. 
These brutish beings preferred a base air of the ridiculous, over the intellectual 
and the cultivated. What art these beings created manifested this same rude 
preference, favoring decadence and filth over the consecrated and the divine.. 
Due to the heavy forces of mutation, virtually no concept of morality existed in 
the often fevered mind of the Narapazu. 

An obvious reason the Narapazu overtly demanded an embrace from the 
Danaan into their own midst, was where a lacking of industriousness Is a 
manifestation of genetic mutation. The Narapazu enjoyed the Elysium quality of 


life provided by the society and surrounding environment of the Danaan, and 


were possessed of an unquenchable envy for it, yet refused to play any part in 
maintaining it or the natural world surrounding. They, on the other hand, 
preferred to loiter around in a state of perpetual idleness, existing in virtual 
squalor, given to all forms of vice in excess and outright debauchery at random; 
facilitating more genetic mutation and manifestations of the negative among 
their own kind made in consequence, when granted their own liberty and 
freedom of choice. 

When the Danaan took them in, however, the Narapazu felt they somehow 
possessed a divine right to carry on in their degenerate style of living, while the 
Danaan labored incessantly to maintain a surrounding Elysium accommodation, 
providing for their every crass desire and basic need, at their every insolent 
command. The Narapazu justification for this demand was “that the Danaan 
created them, so thus they were obligated to give them sustenance.” 

According to dominant Narapazu philosophy, the Narapazu were born from 
the Danaan; thus comes an obligation demanded by natural law for the Danaan 
to serve them dutifully as family, rather than cast them out into the elements, 
destined only to dwell at the mercy of the ferocious Levenwolves. 

This flagrant rejection of physical labor to maintain the planetary domain was 
done in direct disregard for the goddess queen of the third dimension, Jzar 
Neskamea, in her commandment to maintain the Elysium garden of Onfein. 

The Narapazu were given to random acts of debauchery without any type of 
differentiation, and no pause for hesitation concerning the matter. Due to the 
fact of genetic mutation, when the biological motivation to breed revealed itself, 


all the Narapazu could do was act on that urge, with no consideration given to 


ramifications, differentiation in the situation, nor consideration for potential 
future consequences. To be more direct, when any biological urge motivated, 
regardless to what this motivation was; the Narapazu responded without 
question, deliberation, nor hesitation in the matter. 

The manifesting result in this fact of being was that for the first time in the 
entire history of planet Onfein, all forms of crime to include sexual crime, 
manifested. Young female offspring were often kidnapped, raped, and released 
when allowed in absence of resistance. There was no differentiation in the 
relationship of the aggressor directed toward the female. In an overwhelming 
majority of incidences, the female was a cousin, or even a sister. It was not 
unheard of when the targeted victim was reported to be the grandmother or 
mother of the perpetrator! 

Narapazu females at large now held no alternative but to move about inside an 
air of apprehension and intimidation. This emerging negative reality was 
completely condoned and accepted by their own leadership, to point the fact of 
being was correlated with a fact of simply being born a female, in Narapazu 
society. 

When the raw biological motivation to breed revealed itself, there was no 
pause for consideration from any sort of perspective in the matter. Males, 
especially young attractive males, were also selected for facilitation of the action 
for temporary relief from the motivating biological urge to breed. The stress and 
anxiety was even greater among the males than the females, due to the state of 


apprehension in Narapazu society at large. 


Narapazu parents did become angry when their own young suffered as victims, 
especially the male issues. For this reason among many others, Narapazu society 
at large was fraught with violence to the point where productive industry was a 
virtual impossibility, and the squalor slums, the negative lifestyles, disease, and 
further genetic mutation spread like a solar flame in some exotic terrestrial cane 
brake. 

Since the sacred commandment from Odol Garbitasuna in company with the 
queen of the third dimension, was for individuals who desired a physical bond to 
beseech the divine blessing prior to consummation of the hallowed union, the 
penalty in simple natural consequence for taking gratification in lieu of the 
biological motivation prior to the anointed ceremony and divine beseech, was to 
embrace a fact of forthcoming genetic mutation with strong possibility for its 
eternal negative, physical, and psychological consequences. 

If no immediately noticeable consequences occurred, then an overt collapse of 
the family structure eventually became an accepted feature of Narapazu social 
life. Young were born, then cast out by unloving parents into the streets, being 
compelled to exist as abandoned criminal waif. Virtually no Narapazu offspring 
was aware of his father’s identity, and few even knew who their birth mother had 
been. If one of their young was lucky, he might be taken in by relations, but more 
often than not he was taken in by some individual from within Narapazu society, 
who endeavored to assume a complete self-serving advantage from the 
unfortunate individual’s situation. More often than not this advantage included 


labor or sexual bondage, where he or she was traded out for personal gain. 


Crime at large vastly increased, since when the biological urge to consume 
nutrients revealed itself, there existed no deliberation in regard to the question 
of who might actually be in possession of the vessel containing the beneficial 
nutrients. The mind of the Narapazu only knew to forcefully wrest the container 
from the hands of its owner, and hungrily consume the nutrients, when 
intelligent negotiation might have allowed him to willingly stand in possession. 
Such possibilities lay far beyond any intellectual grasp of the Narapazu. 

If Narapazu eyes fell on any type of possession, then the ideology of the 
individual Narapazu was where the owner possessed no alternative choice but to 
accommodate his desire. Narapazu society organized itself not as one 
constructed on production of superior products, or trade, or science, philosophy, 
or any type of intellectualism; but was one organizing on the gross ideal that any 
being surrounding him was to collectively accommodate him, his whimsical 
desires, and his society, at the expense of their own. No ideology of respect for 
individuality to any degree, existed in Narapazu society. 

For all of these reasons listed above, the Danaan determined via a united 
conference of leadership, to ostracize mutant families, when these mutations 
overtly revealed themselves. Isolated Narapazu communities arose throughout 
the newly developing metropolis complexes of Onfein. To the Danaan, these 
communities were known as Alandu Avarodha. 

As these communities swelled in mutant populations, their nonproductive 
squalor dwelling populations commenced to rage, boisterously demanding that 
the Danaan accommodate them by providing sustenance to their young and 


themselves, gratifying their lust for vice and general complacency to the greatest 


extent demanded by the biological urge, and freely offering highly skilled labor 
for reconstructing their wasted complexes, in absence of compensation. When 
this subsidization was unanimously refused by the collective society of the 
Danaan, the Narapazu protested with great unrestrained rage; then struck 
against their own communities with en-massed, confused congregations, burning 
structures inside their own compounds, breaking expensive articles and much 
needed tools , stealing from one another, committing random crimes against 
their own innocent, and murdering any of their own leadership attempting to 
quell the unfortunate situation. 

Upon manifestation of this violence, the first response of the Danaan was to 
accommodate the Narapazu and their every whimsical demand. This 
accommodation amounted to an acceptance by the Danaan of an overtly blatant 
disregard for the divine commandments, and the sacred document of record, all 
of which ran completely contrary to Narapazu society. This crass accommodation 
of mutant disrespect for divinity highly enraged the entire first and second 
dimension of Ares. In direct consequence, the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, 
screamed out across the universal celestial solar system; 

“You infernal ones, who are the creation first of Izar Neskamea, directly, then 
secondly of me, since I allowed her to do so. Who are you, insignificant spots of 
filth on the mighty galactic sea of emptiness, to even ponder defying orders from 
the Solar System Of Ares? I shall smash all of you and the entire realm of Onfein 
to minimalist bits, in direct consequence of your intentional violations!” 

With the final word given, Jainko Gorina, reached deep into galaxy of Nebula 


87, onto an empty orb of rotating stone, larger than an entire province of Onfein. 


This orb he flung through galactic space with all of his might, toward Onfein, 
striking the planet and ripping two thirds away, casting it into the greater 
galactic void. The planetary atmosphere surrounding Onfein, snapped back into 
its shape prior to the great division, allowing the blood of the planet to replace 
the massive smashed section, filling the empty space again between the planet 
and its densely layered atmosphere. This blood became the great ma’an Sidhu, 
or sea of steaming glass, that would one day charm the hearts of brave 
adventurers. This ripped two thirds of Onfein now thrust into perpetual orbit, 
was destined in time to become its own planetary orb, known to all infinity as 
Elbear. 

The ripped section of Onfein rotated aimlessly in space, until it became 
attracted by a solar system on the western end of Nebula 87. The solar system of 
Ares was larger, bearing more gravitational attraction; thus this ripped mass 
from the orb of Onfein, was caught up into a rotation between the path of this 
western solar system, and the one on which Onfein resided. In consequence, the 
broad distance of the rotation caused it to enter Onfein’s orbital path only once 
every three millennium. In the passage of time fields of orbiting meteor dust 
created an abrasive, as the ripped semi-orb passed through. This abrasive 
smoothed the land mass into a quasi-global shape, while the mass itself bled 
ma’an into is own lowest craters, creating its own sea to eventually round out its 
shape. Then the supreme God, Jainko Gorina, said: 

“Now I shall separate the Danaan population of Onfein. The Danaan have 
become divisive among themselves, when the forces of mutation affected one 


half to a slightly greater degree. The half more effected achieves much less, is 


less prosperous in direct consequence, being more prone to blatant disregard for 
the sacred commandments and the divine orders intended to preserve genetic 
lucidity. The seven soul corruptions of the Danaan are becoming more apparent 
at this stage in the deterioration. 

“In direct consequence, I shall divide these mutated families from the Danaan. 
As punitive for condoning violation of sacred commandments, these populations 
of Elbear and Onfein shall forever be rivals. Warfare between these two realms 
Shall endure the ages for all perpetuity. An enduring tranquility in either realm, 
Shall exist no more henceforth. Mothers and fathers in each realm shall hate the 
other, and their offspring; until the return of the third dimension when all chaos 
Shall end, and all shall be restored back into an Era Of Serenity, that shall know 
no end.” 

In an instant the families of tainted blood lines vanished, only to reappear on 
the new surface of Elbear. The surface of Elbear already restored its natural 
surroundings. The huge stone mountains provided plant covered sanctuaries and 
caves for residence. The same identical plants grew on Elbear, as did on Onfein. 
The seeds of these primary species possessed shells nearly dense as stone, 
allowing them an ability to survive the most trying of circumstances. Here the 
gods of the third dimension dwelt in their own state of perfect harmony, until the 
coming of the Ziminoa, as these mutants from Elbear had come to be known by 
the Danaan. The Ziminoa were only slightly less gifted in intelligence and 
accomplishment than the blessed Danaan, existing due to the first noticeable 


stage of genetic mutation. 


As the Ziminoa, once called the Narapazu when they occupied Onfein, 
manifested in an instant throughout the new planetary surface, they took shelter 
in the cave areas, contemplating their new surroundings. Their hatred for the 
Danaan knew no limitations, much more so now than at any other time; since 
their personal collective conviction was where the Danaan had somehow 
engineered their translocation. The situation surely must have originated due to 
some sort of mysterious pact between the Danaan and those gods from the third 
dimension of Ares, they resolved in their own philosophic boards and panels. 
Their entire reason for existing has to be directed toward taking revenge on the 
Danaan for selling them out to these antagonistic gods. Thus, it was to be 
discovered in this separation where the first inner-planetary wars developed in 
Nebula 87. 

The Zimonoa debated the possible reasons for their species being sold out. Was 
the intent for cost free labor on this new planetary realm of Elbear? Why didn’t 
this labor requirement include the Danaan, they asked? Why were they alone 
required to labor? Who were they benefiting in working to build this planetary 
realm up, since it certainly wasn’t to serve their own interests?, they reasoned in 
their places of worship and governmental boards. 

In conclusion, after enduring bouts of philosophic pondering, their resolve was 
one of securing the entire planet for warfare against Onfein and the species of 
Danaan. For this sole reason the heavenly master in the arts of warfare, Annun, 
was summonsed. From him they learned how to tunnel down into the surface of 
planet Elbear, constructing bunkers, fortresses, and weaponizing all of it. Robots 


known in number by their association or military command, possessing the 


ability to patrol over virtually any surface, or fly, constituted entire legions. Thus 
an individual robot might be referred to as 10-1-2. The tenth legion, the first 
individual in the second brigade line. Knowing this number would identify him as 
an armorer, or field lieutenant. 

Not only could these advanced android robots move about intelligently, they 
could receive programmed or texted commands from a superior officer 
positioned in the far distance beyond. They could also receive and obey 
commands from among their own, and conjugate for themselves as individuals. 

They created great flocks of flying robots in similar shape and mobility to 
crabronidae that would appear much later on planets found in the Laniakea 
Supercluster. These swarms could attack entire enemy legions, observe an 
enemy by blending into living creatures of the same size and forms, while their 
bites and stings were lethal. These flocks and swarms were impervious to 
chemical defenses, and could be controlled from beyond, or conduct attacks and 
organize warfare independently. 

Independent personnel possessed suits propelled by heat conduction, allowing 
interstellar flight. Their side weapons were Linpins, with an adjustable bolt of 
solar lightening, that when extended into the size of body blades, could slice 
virtually any substance found anywhere in the galaxy, to include krypton, 
titanium, and even diamond. When the individual robot or legionnaire foot 
soldier struck with this amazing device, it heated the air enveloping him, 
generating a sound similar to that of small scale rolling thunder. 

The robot or legionnaire's shooting weapon was called an I/d-Kastern, with a 


hand grip that can fire a mini lightening bolt, bearing an ability to pierce 


anything except mirrors. These hand held models could be extended with the 
click of a button into models shot from the shoulder, bearing larger barrels, 
shooting larger more devastating bolts of solar flares. When enough soldiers or 
machines bunched up, while firing simultaneously, an entire mother ship could 
be incapacitated. 

Thousands of mother ships were created to transport troops and equipment. 
Individual troop transporting devices were known as racketcycklus. These 
devices resembled scooters with the power to travel at near light speeds through 
interstellar space. Virtual thousands could be transported inside a single mother 
ship, that would at times exceed the speed of asteroids hurtling through 
interstellar space. These vehicles would provide primary assault transport, some 
even traveling at light speed. On board android processing centers could analyze 
the interstellar void in a mere instant to discover worm holes, or empty vacuums 
found in the surrounding void, through which one might pass into alternative 
dimensions, transcending all time and space. Since these units controlled the 
mother ship, instantly moving it to take advantage of these vacuuming 
catacombs created by an encompassing void of boundless emptiness, they could 
cover light years in mere seconds. 

A million light years could be transcended in only a matter of minutes, if one 
passes through the proper transport tunnel. One could navigate through the 
passing of time, into the past, the present, and even into the future, if he only 
knew which passage to take. Once certain passages were identified and known to 


be consistent, then other alternatives could be deduced mathematically. All of 


these passages were promptly identified, then mapped, being uploaded into the 
legionnaire's vehicular computer system. 

At times it may be more advantageous in avoiding an enemy, energy 
conservation, or efficiency in transport and movement at large, to simply dip 
through a worm hole portal, transporting one backward ten thousand years; or 
forward, then switch before entering back into his originating realm. In other 
instances one might be able to observe an enemy from inside one realm, with no 
hint of the enemy detecting him, which would mean certain death should 
detection ever occur. 

Throughout the universe of Nebula 81, it was already determined where ten 
dimensions of life existed, although to the identifying explorer’s shocking 
discovery, he could not add more time into his genetically determined lifespan. 
During the Age Of Serenity at its earliest initiation, his life span was indefinite. 
Due to forces of mutation, his lifespan shortened dramatically. From a thousand 
star years, he dropped in span of living first to five hundred, then two hundred, 
now being reduced only to three score and ten on the planet, Elbear. 

Since the Danaan of Onfein possessed much fewer incidents of genetic 
mutation, their life spans consisted of twice the amount, being one hundred 
thirty five star years. This extra span of living allowed the Danaan to accumulate 
more knowledge regarding the environment, the solar system, and the galaxy at 
large. From that knowledge would derive more insidious technology. While the 
Danaan knew well how to analyze their opponents, the Ziminoa, they neglected 


to evaluate them for their organizational state of being, nor their threat 


propensity for warfare. For this reason, the first battle attack struck would catch 
Onfein by total surprise. 

For this reason it was the Ziminoa who initiated the moves leading to the first 
war being fought between planets Onfein and Elbear. Onfein was destined to 
remain totally unprepared, being caught completely off guard by the coming 
massive strike. 

The genetic mutations continued, compelling those who stood closest to their 
original ante-mutant state of being, to first ostracize themselves from from these 
newly developing mutant subspecies by forcing families of obvious mutants into 
separate communities. When continually developing mutant numbers swelled 
into its own demographic known on both planets as Bugbear, both the original 
population of Elbear, the Ziminoa, and the Danaan of Onfein, removed them by 
force onto a neighboring planet known as Rama Sethu, only nine hundred ninety 
nine light years southward into the Neon Gallaxy, 1165, still yet far enough from 
both planets of Elbear and Onfein. 

Rama Sethu was nearly a barren planet, with few resources, yet exceedingly 
simple to develop when enough of the appropriate effort was expended to do so. 
One deterioration caused by genetic mutation was the psychological 
phenomenon of lacking drive and creative intellect for organizing industry. The 
prevailing idea among both the Ziminoa and the Danaan here being, was to 
compel these new mutant populations known as Bugbear, into labor for their 
own sustenance. To place these mutants on a barren planet with few resources 


and no hope for future development, would amount to virtual genocide; holding 


both the Ziminoa and the Danaan consequently responsible, and subject to 
judgment by a presumed possible future interstellar court. 

While the Bugbear responded to this persecution on both realms of Onfein and 
Elbear with violent resistance, their prevailing tendency was to lack 
organization, while the opposition in both planetary areas was to meet 
disorganization and raging temper with highly organized efficiency. Containment 
facilities, or pens, were constructed on both planetary realms, with one pen 
being located in each of the twelve provinces in both planetary environments. 

Highly efficient systems of electronic intelligence had long received names 
and locations of identified mutant families. Individuals who owned property were 
required to register this property on the first eve of every complete planetary 
rotational cycle around the life giving orb of peach. These individual 
identifications of infected families were deduced via scientific observations 
brought on by reports in communities of neighboring citizens who were 
concerned because of rapacious criminal behavior among certain specific clans, 
or a consistent pattern of grotesque physical deformations, or a continuing 
pattern of irrational behavior motivated only by assumption and raw emotion, 
especially when that assumption was controlled by some sort of self-serving well 
designed appeal being directed toward the emotion. Always in these situations 
verifiable facts were crassly jettisoned aside. 

Physical manifestations of mutation were easy to determine from those who 
stood closest to the ante-mutated. Mental deficiencies consumed more time to 
differentiate from the standard among the overall population at large. Eventually 


the technology developed where life spring samples could be compelled from 


questionable communities, tested for incidence of mutation, where incidental 
numbers of genetic mutations were previously calculated to equate with deviant 
behavior and general incompatibility among clans and individuals. Once these 
populations were clearly identified inside each province, then the round up 
commenced. 

As individual Bugbear entered into the provincial containment facility, facial 
recognition technology allowed an android processing unit to identify each 
individual passing by the scanning monitor while walking in single file line. In an 
instant his exact province and living domain was identified and notated, being 
minus from the roster of his home province. These individuals were separated 
and shipped back into the containment facility located inside their home 
province. Individuals at large still unaccounted for, were thus notated by the 
android computing system, with all personal information in regard to their home 
province and living domain being printed out directly inside the chief 
commandant’s office. 

Proper authorities were immediately notified via android processing units, and 
a search commenced. Every province was surrounded by a continually patrolling 
guard. As each part of the province was searched out and cleared, a surrounding 
guard was organized to isolate this particular area. Eventually the entire 
province was liquidated until only a single yet to be probed thicket or structure 
was Standing before these investigators and those who were being sought out. 
This omniscient technology never failed. Those whose names fell upon the watch 
list were being sought, and always discovered in the passing of time, then 


returned to the containment facility located in their place of origin. 


Once one province was liberated of Bugbear, then the android processing unit 
noted it as being liberated. Those inmates on the inside of these containment 
facilities were in possession of information chips inserted in the palms of their 
hands and foreheads, whereupon informational material was radiated out to 
receptors found on the ground in various places concealed as flowers, lights, 
various crawling and flying creatures, rocks, etc, and carried into the skies above 
by a number and variety of uniquely automated vehicles. In this manner 
authorities always knew exact locations and daily activities of every individual 
bugbear mutant, in company with the broad population in general. 

Android processing units found inside provincial capitol buildings could 
monitor this daily activity, then alert authorities based on details it was 
programmed to act upon. Photographs automatically snapped of these activities, 
then sent into the informational processing facilities of an interstellar courtroom, 
would provide sufficient evidence of a legal infraction, with the courtroom 
determining a level of conviction even though the targeted transgressor was in 
absentee. 

His appearance before the condemning court was only a review process 
informing him of his conviction, offering complete verifiable evidence to 
substantiate the decision, prior to this sentence being carried out. If the convict 
requested another review, he was required to validate this request. Based on this 
validation, the automated android informational processing unit could determine 
in an instant if the body of condemning evidence was lacking in its degree of 
closed conclusiveness. Then, and only then, was any request for review allowed. 


Seldom did this artificial technology fail, especially when the moment in time 


was surpassed as it ascended beyond any level of intelligence found in the supra- 
mortal dimension. 

In truth, Infernuko Erregina, queen of the negative dimension, projected 
forward her invisible intelligent forces who dwelt in the imperceptible ninth 
interstellar cortex, commanding them to invade the android informational 
processing units located on both planets, Elbear and Onfein. Thus, with a passing 
of time into the future, this automated justice system was destined to transform 
into one which would condemn the forces of light, at the whim of the dark 
negative dimension. 

The queen of wickedness, however, was delighted for the time being that 
these bugbear persecutions were occurring. The fact of the Danaan and the 
Ziminoa failing to create a more compassionate enlightened method of managing 
these new mutant populations, was a dark stain upon their otherwise lucid robes 
of superlative accomplishment, that would one day turn them around, motivating 
them directly into her fetid embrace. 

Already numberless programmed algorithm was predetermining guilt or 
innocence based on an assumed possibility of infraction derived from an 
examination of past living habits in individual citizens. This fact of daily life was 
gradually materializing in both planetary realms of Onfein and Elbear alike. 

On Elbear, the possibility of corruption lead to an increase in incidences of 
leaders manipulating an algorithm to selectively target specific individuals 
considered as being seditious, or in contention with the prevailing system as it 
stood. This flagrant deterioration in the justice system had gone a step further 


downward toward being a virtual political inquisition, when the algorithm was 


directed to condemn those who even spoke out publicly against the magisterial 
system in any way. 

The result was that the prevailing power structure was anxious in its vigilance. 
These negative manifestations were all symptoms of a continuing genetic 
mutation in the species as a whole. The more activities occurring on either 
surface outside of any blessing from, Jainko Gorina, or queen Izar Neskamea the 
more an incidence in genetic mutation was destined to occur. A continuing fact 
of life on Onfein or Elbear in direct consequence, was where the incidence of 
negative occurrences would increase with certainty over time. 

The power found in the degenerating influence of Erregina was already 
revealing itself in the society of Elbear, and to a lesser degree, the society of 
Onfein. On both planets some philosophers of renown commenced to question 
the very existence of the ninth cortex, and these invisible intelligent powers 
continuously spoken of in the centers of celestial worship, and in the metropolis 
plazas where educated, intelligent beings congregate. Far more to the benefit of 
Erregina was when these philosophic bodies questioned her own existence. This 
blatant denial of ancient knowledge and information deduced by a long revered 
intelligentsia served the purpose of veiling the movements of Errigina and her 
wicked accomplices, roaming about at liberty upon the surface of Onfein and 
Elbear, among both the Danaan and their most immediate sub-species, Ziminoa. 

One of the greatest symptoms of genetic mutations was the passion of envy, 
which arose inside the Bugbear to a point that often times it possessed their 
entire mental personality. The Bugbear were envious of the Ziminoa, but far 


more so for the culture of the Danaan. While gathered underneath hovel shelters 


inside their squalor living areas on the scattered and tattered surface of their 
own realm, they would converse for long hours about the Ziminoa, and the 
Danaan, repeating enduring tales illustrating the fictionalized manner in which 
they had been betrayed by both, but especially the Danaan, who once sold them 
out to the gods of the third estate. They were the scapegoats, their fable claimed, 
for the violations of the Danaan against divine holy law, they brazenly declared. 
The Danaan exchanged them, their own black sheep offspring, in the name of 
permanent absolution. While their own anger seethed for the Ziminoa, no depth 
of indignation would exceed what they held in reserve for the Danaan. 

In spite of their seething anger, they longed for the Elysium lifestyle of the 
Danaan, and the sweet air of Onfein. The scene of glorious Onfein, with it’s 
magnificent marble temples trimmed in gold, rhomboid, platinum, aggregate, 
and their awesome perfectly balanced Doric columns some nine stories tall, was 
reflected upon as the Bugbear’s rightful future paradise. The many philosopher’s 
plazas where informative and enlightening conversation is held, in contrast to 
the rude hovels, rubbish piles, and scattered filth covering their own planetary 
realm, Rama Sethu. 

On Onfein, every real legionnaire possessed a pride in his newly discovered 
adult hood, displaying his linpin and his Ild-Kastern as he ambles down the street 
in full public view. It mattered not whether he was in uniform or dressed in his 
daily attire. On both Onfein, and to a lesser degree, Elbear, roket cyclus zipped 
to and fro throughout the air, while numerous robots and individual personnel 
transport vehicles moved back and forth passed street pedestrians. In the air 


high above zoomed the Menetallerkan, as they transcended from wormhole to 


interstellar catacomb, passing through the atmosphere of Onfein, on into 
different time channels and planetary realms beyond. 

On Rama Sethu, the first primary goal of the individual Bugbear was 
vehemently evident to the investigator, which was for him to discover some 
entity to facilitate his eventual return among the Danaan. The true nature of his 
insidious passion, however, went far beyond this single idealistic intent. When 
the individual, highly impoverished Bugbear, with his body bearing the tint and 
scent of decay, his grossly convoluted unkempt hair, his short Bastille gargoyle 
appearance, his gross body markings and piercings with the bones of griffin and 
gremlin, causing him to resemble the abominable amphibian Nommos from the 
Sirus B galaxy; gazed forward upon immaculate physical perfection of the 
Danaan, beholding the splendor of their appearance in general, the magnificence 
of his delicate ageless complexion, the supreme products of his mental 
perplexities, and the general grandeur of his cultural, artistic, and intellectual 
accomplishment; he deeply longed to be in likeness to the Danaan, in every 
conceivable way. In conclusive truth, the extending depth of his internal avarice 
was to literally transform himself into the Danaan, to the point of replacing the 
entire perfect Danaan demographic, with that of his corrupted own. 

The individual Bugbear attempted to straiten his own convoluted hair, often 
burning it to a crisp, then tinting it into a deep verdant hue. He endures 
multitudes of vastly distressful, conglomerated chemical potions designed by 
Danaan creators unbeknownst to him, for the purpose of transforming his own 
flesh hue of deep degeneration into that of a splendidly light halcyon. These 


potions were also exchanged back down to him at extraordinary cost by his own 


retailers, which great hosts of Bugbear, especially the female ones, cheerfully 
paid in full, even at the expense of sustaining their own brood. The end result for 
an individual Bugbear was that his general appearance was far off center, while 
sharply leaning toward the ridiculous; to the point that the Danaan derived great 
jubilation in mocking this absurd conduct of the Bugbear, in combination with 
their general ludicrous customs at large. 

In those days the Eridu Rakbu, descended onto Onfein from the palace of 
Jainko Gorina, and the third estate, to beseech the Danaan, transporting word 
directly from the supreme God, himself, that under no circumstance were the 
Danaan to associate or crossbreed with any resident of Elbear, and especially not 
with the Bugbear from Rama Sethu. 

The once barren planetary orb, Rama Sethu, and the Bugbear, according to 
the divine word of the Rakbu, were the bane of the entire galaxy, destined for the 
great conflagration of corrupted debauchery by a realm of restored celestial 
chastity, most certain to occur before the entire interstellar realm is escorted 
back into its former great Age Of Serenity And Accomplishment. On that glorious 
day Rama Sethu shall be destroyed, and Elbear shall be reunited with Onfein, 
and the entire universe shall dwell in a state of eternal Elysium ante-mutated 


tranquility. 


Book Four 


Birth Of A Hero 


During the commencing ages of interplanetary warfare, violent conflicts would 
rage and wane incessantly. Individuals in all planetary realms prayed to Jainko 
Gorina, that a lasting peace would one day be restored and maintained. The 
forces of genetic mutation continued among the Danaan of Onfein, and among 
the Ziminoa of Elbear, even though their governments continually passed laws 
forbidding any form of inter-personal engagement destined to promote this 
horrible deterioration. 

Certain life forms could not be consumed. Males were required by law to cross- 
breed with females, rather than engage in the initiating reproductive activity 
with other males, out of only some perverse hedonism as a motivation. 


Individuals struggled to limit exposure to the radiating peach orb above. The 


ma’an was purified continuously for the purpose of eliminating chemicals 
causing this mutation. Most of all, any relationship between the Danaan and any 
subspecies, including the Ziminoa residents of Elbear among their own kind, and 
especially the gross Bugbear, were strictly forbidden. 

In spite of these best efforts of the Danaan, still the mutations continued, 
manifesting periodically in forms of sickness such as a poisoning inside the body 
of its life stream, irrational behavior, bizarre markings on the flesh at birth or 
contortions in the limbs, general body structure, and so forth. As a result of 
mutations affecting the mental process, periodic covert interactions with the 
Bugbear occurred, being motivated by another sense of perverted hedonism. 

King Narrocomba, chief lord of the Bugbear Mavi on Rama Sethu, devised a 
plan for those within his own birth province to transcend the interstellar 
boundary between the planetary spheres of his own realm and Onfein. by 
manufacturing an appeal beamed through a hologram teleport across the entire 
citizen networks of Onfein, claiming where only the most attractive Bugbear 
citizens of his own planetary realm would make splendidly attentive and loyal 
pets. There were thousands, he proclaimed, ready and willing to exit out upon 
their request. The finely crafted cages were awaiting transport, and upon 
reception of a nominal exchange to himself or one of his loyal alliances in 
another province of Rama Sethu, their new family additions would be promptly 
delivered upon request. 

Those individuals who suffered the mental effects of mutation often held divine 
commandments in great contention and flagrant disregard. So clans who were 


already affected, were immediately enraptured by the inner planetary 


proclamation of Narrocomba, a prospect for making the exchange, while 
anxiously awaiting shipments of their new accomplices. Once cages of these 
Bugbear were delivered, their new owners eagerly took these creatures into 
their own abode, idolizing them, even elevating them onto the same platform 
capacity as their own, in general standing. They would eat with and after these 
subspecies, wash with them, cloth them in their own clothes, include them in 
family excursions. These manifestations would include so many more 
developments into the continually descending negative. 

The Bugbear feigned being loving, ever attentive, and always eager to greet 
their new hosts, no matter how long it was from one visit to another. Since the 
many eons of life on Rama Sethu transpired, the old language of Onfein the 
Narapazu and Ziminoa once spoke, descended into a jumble of half words, 
chirps, and squeaks, that only they could comprehend between themselves called 
Cloree. 

Since King Narrocomba intentionally selected the most intelligent among his 
own for shipment, soon the current form of Danaan language was learned, and 
being spoken by the newly imported Bugbear household pets. This activity and 
ability astonished the genetically corrupted Danaan, who had chosen to make 
purchase. In due course of time, many clans of Danaan owned these new 
additions to their household, elevating these Bugbear onto a plateau of absolute 
equality, with this in itself being a direct violation of divine commandment. 

Often times when genetically corrupted Danaan individuals were rejected by 
their own, these relationships with pets intensified, until an emotional bond 


literally transformed into a physical act of both inner-soul and debauched 


hedonistic physical gratification. Young were born to these couples, bearing the 
gargoyle body structures of the Bugbear, and the perfectly straight verdant hair 
of the Danaan. In other cases the young may be in possession of the Danaan body 
to a perfection, yet display the ridiculous intellect and the generally gross impish 
personality of the Bugbear. By utilizing this methodology of deceptive invasion, 
however, gradually the Bugbear were fulfilling their Jong held inner desire to 
literally possess the body of the Danaan inside the Elysium realm of planet 
Onfein itself, as they witnessed their plan of perfect vendetta materializing 
before their very eyes. 

Danaan society at large still separated itself from the Narapazu and the 
Ziminoa, and most certainly the Bugbear. The raging inner planetary wars ebbed 
and flowed, broken by what was beginning to appear as enduring periods of 
peace. In those days only the wealthiest, most talented families of the nearest in 
standing to the original ante-mutated beings, stood among those who were 
running the planet of Onfein. These patrimonial names included Nebulon, 
Ilbertus, Basuin, Star Chief, Loref, Ferjnos, Houfitz. and Eel. 

In the family of Star Chief inside the third room of the central plaza within 
the great Bastille of Odrainus, located inside the capitol province of Reah; a 
perfect Danaan child was born. His name would be known to the eons as 
Moldolph. He was much adored by his mother and his greater family, being 
surrounded by the very best that all of superior life on Onfein possessed to give. 

The blood of this child stood close in proximity with the original ante-mutated 
population of the Danaan, though their kind were gradually waning from the 


landscape, in accordance to the demographics of the province in which one 


resided. As this child commenced to age, his flesh gradually assumed a gentle 
golden hue of the original Danaan, with hair of a perfectly erect texture and 
verdant hue. 

This child continued to grow into perfection, excelling within the provincial 
academy in every discipline of mathematics and science known during the age. 
He mastered to a perfection the study of mechanics, literature, and the arts. 
During the time of his twelfth year, an enduring era of peace ensured between 
the planets, Elbear and Onfein. The two planets commenced trade relations, even 
to the extent of one population warmly welcoming the other onto its surface. 
During one such trading session, legionnaires from Elbear in the capitol province 
of Hyperion, where the parents of this child were engaged in diplomatic affairs, 
were found passing throughout the streets of the capitol city, Valhare. Though 
their general appearance as a collective group was one of great benevolence, 
however the wise lad, Moldolph, now in his ninth year, anticipated a self-serving 
feign. 

Often he made his own address to city leaders, where his parents were 
engaging in political pursuits. These city leaders only scoffed playfully among 
themselves at the comments of an inexperienced lad, done in great hopes that 
their present era of peace would endure for some time forward into the ever 
dawning future. Consequently, the lad was simply allowed to play at random 
while in the Bastille courtyard, since his parents had duties of diplomacy to 
attend. 

Without incident these Ziminoan legionnaires withdrew back into their primary 


transport vessels, heading out toward the planet, Elbear. When the boy’s parents 


finally completed their political duties and engagements, walking back out into 
the Bastille courtyard in the capitol city, the child was nowhere to be found. The 
parents searched high and low throughout the Bastille interior. In the initiative 
their concern was not profound, but as the hours passed the level of intensity in 
this concern grew. By day’s end the mother of the child was near hysterical. 

A hefty reward was placed on the public scene throughout the capitol city. 
10RN7, the android sniffer robot, was summonsed onto the scene immediately 
outside the Bastille walls. This robot could sense chemical trails. A fragment of 
cloth from the boy’s clothing was placed before an extendable hose jutting from 
the center of the bipedal androids head. Instantly the hose moved up and down, 
then extended down toward the Onfeininan soil. Soon 10RN7 was ambling along, 
following a clearly detectable trail. 

In less than five minutes the sniffer robot arrived at a biped track. Instantly the 
young protege’s tracks were noticed by his parents, who easily followed the 
robot along. The near staggering foot prints of the lad suddenly transformed into 
two streaks, where it appeared his feet were dragging. The sniffer robot moved 
along at a quicker pace as the chemical trail became more detectable. 10RN7’s 
light sensors shaped as if they were eyes, suddenly brightened, flashing a rather 
comical red. The android detected infrared light from the boy’s body heat, even 
though several hours had now passed. The robot commenced ambling along ata 
more brisk pace, until it suddenly paused, turning back toward the anxious 
crowd following it, with a series of squeaks, whines, and pops, allowing those 


who followed to comprehend where it was on to something. 


When the crowd finally caught up with the robot, it paused before six padded 
marks spaced some 27 feet apart, revealing where the lad was taken aboard a 
saucer shaped vehicle possessing an ability to fly in any direction, zoom out at 
top speeds from a cold stop, hover, lower, raise into unlimited heights, and 
transcend interstellar space far beyond into outermost dimensions. These types 
of transport vehicles were called Menetallerkan. The robot paused, gazing 
upward into the northwest direction of Elbear, now being only a faintly glowing 
emerald and golden star winking in the nighttime distance. 

While a procession was transported to Elbear seeking the lad, the king of all 
twelve provinces , Ozzymoddor, claimed he knew nothing of his existence on the 
planet. The chief king of Elbear assured the inner-planetary travelers that all was 
well, and the peace would never be shattered. The general intuition among the 
military investigative procession was where something truly uncouth indeed had 
occurred. 

The Menetallerkan landed in a barren province known as the Land Of The 
Dead, since all that could be discovered there was sand and empty space. The 
youth was taken in chains from the disc, into a subterranean catacomb complex, 
where he would labor on behalf of the disc platoon on Elbear, extracting 
plutonium, uranium, gold, and silver from the innumerable mines. The incessant 
labor was excruciating, the rations short, and the daily treatment brutal from the 
subspecies guards who now lorded over him. The lad possessed the blessing of 
youth, however, and inside that blessing he found he was in possession of an 


astonishing endurance, educating him to tolerate harsh living conditions in 


company with horrendous deprivations. Thus, over time be commenced to grow 
hard in his daily suffering. 

Through his ability to calculate, anticipate, organize, and labor, he impressed 
the leadership down in the mines. In a matter of months he managed to work his 
way up from being a simple common laborer, to lead man, then finally to 
foreman. During this time he consumed no meat, only the rich fruits, remaining 
steadfast in his observances to Jainko Gorina,, divine queen Izar Neskamea, and 
Odol Garbitasuna, the celestial Goddess Of Lucid Consanguinity. In addition to 
his prior embrace of divinity in the solar system of Ares, he also learned of the 
god, Annun ,celestial lord of warfare, and the art of warfare in general. 

He learned of Annun through the many convict legionnaires from Onfein, who 
labored side by side in his company, while he stoically endured the brutality of 
the mines. Elbear was the land of warfare, the negative origin of all universal 
conflict. These convict soldiers also taught him the art of hand to hand combat, 
using proven techniques long since verifying themselves as being both effective 
and invaluable, when one’s hands possessed no weaponry. 

The chief fighting technique of the day was known covertly as Nincration, a 
skill where the art of killing with ones feet, hands, and teeth was mastered to a 
complete perfection. Moldolph soon excelled in this skill. He also learned the art 
of extracting ma’an from dry sand, and the ability to consume virtually any form 
of flesh passing him by; since rations were never guaranteed to arrive on any 
given day, and virtually always in short supply. 

For the purpose of proving themselves as being valuable to the management 


of the mine, and eliminating any who failed to remain strong in the face of 


adversity, all of the inmates were required to select one of their own during the 
festival seasons of the time, to assume a battle stage for entertainment of the 
collective group, including the top management, in company with military 
commanders on occasion. In turn, this selected individual could make his own 
choice of combat opponent. The most able bodied individuals were repeatedly 
chosen The contest display would continue on to the death. 

After one of the persons selected was slain in combat, then the others were 
allowed to feast upon his flesh, prepared any way the group deemed as being 
proper while hosting a great ceremony in honor of the victor. In this way not only 
were the weak eliminated, the individual could be conditioned for combat and 
adjustment to any imposing negative situation, no matter how harsh the 
environmental circumstances. After an individual fought and was victorious in 
thirteen engagements, he was then declared as battle chieftain, being allowed to 
take up command in a regular combat brigade. His personal liberty was also 
greatly extended once this highly sought after pinnacle of success was obtained. 

When Modolph achieved such skill levels in fighting, he was consequently 
selected in virtually every contest. Often times a selected opponent chose him to 
battle in an effort to simply allow himself to be eliminated from the general 
miserable scene enveloping him. The commandant soon realized this fact of 
being, interceding into the arena, then making their own personal selective 
choices. Only individuals with the highest skill levels were allowed to give battle 
from that point onward. 

In three years Moldolph was given his own command, making war against any 


aggressor to Elbear. He soon demonstrated himself as being effective, and of 


growing value to the superior command. He developed cooperative relationships 
with government leaders on Elbear, allowing him to command the most talented 
divisions. Leaders learned to trust Moldolph. His level of continuing successes 
were gradually appearing to be infallible. More than the fact of him defeating the 
enemy, or obtaining some military objective for the leaders of Elbear; he 
managed to negotiate a continuing accepted peace agreement with the defeated, 
skillfully allowing them to align more as being complying allies in future combat, 
than adversaries. While these former enemies needed oversight, the reality of 
the situation in general was where Elbear eventually extended an administrative 
territory reaching far outside that of its own. 

An extension of administrative territory translates into more access to scarce 
resources, and access to more resources translates into an increase in wealth. 
When wealth increases and planetary realms identify specific products needed 
for growth in alternative realms beyond, if an entire access route is controlled 
the planetary realm holding these reigns can ask its heart’s desire. This places 
the realm on the receiving end in the situation, of either locating an alternative 
source for this specific resource allowing it to thrive, or developing technology 
that will allow it to stand totally independent of this key resource. 

The magisterial realm possessing this newly developed technology, also now 
possibly is in possession of a highly sought after product on its own, according to 
the extent a territory depends on this key resource controlled in the absolute. 
This fact of being is highly suggestive of the conclusion where any realm 
pondering development of technology granting it independence from a key 


interstellar resource, should always function in secrecy. 


Double agents on Elbear from Onfein alerted the leadership there that the 
highly sought after resource of Krypton was now totally controlled and 
monopolized by the leadership of Elbear. Consequently alternative resources 
were located. In addition, no system on Onfein was designed to base its ability to 
function only on a single resource. Every system throughout the entire planetary 
realm could function from utilizing trilateral resources, or function according to 
the one resource proving most efficient and readily available to acquire. In 
addition, each alternative resource was located, and a record maintained of its 
varying amounts regarding its presumptive and known specific locations. 

Possible weaknesses throughout the system were presumed in anticipation of 
eventually falling under enemy control in an unknown future time, and 
alternative choices were deduced, located, or created. Even certain critical 
highly needed skills born by well versed individuals, were anticipated and 
provided for, against the day of possible need. These skills included; mechanics 
for the Menetallerkan, the alien computation system, the Ratketcyclus, even the 
Linpin. A body of these individuals were trained, qualified, and paid to do menial 
tasks simply to have them on hand against a possible future day of need. This list 
goes on to include medics, individuals skilled in AI technology, systems control 
technology individuals, and the exhaustive list continues. 

Resulting from the level of envy possessed by the citizens of Elbear for those 
of Onfein, the central command base was dismantled to a point where it could be 
reassembled in any terrain or landscape, virtually anywhere throughout the 
entire galactic inner planetary realm. If the noted capitol city was taken or 


destroyed, the system was anticipated to simply shut down, then continue on 


from its alternative location; being anywhere from an office building in the 
capitol city, or from the back end of a downed Menetallerkan. The system could 
also conduct itself from somewhere out in the open or underground from 
virtually anywhere in the solar system. By making use of projected anticipation, 
combined with a policy of applying direct addressing action, the planet of Onfein 
could endure any future attempt to control or conquer it. 

While Elbear specialized in warfare, such a level of anticipation for the 
enemies avenue of manifesting his own dream to conquer, had not yet been 
developed. For this reason Elbear remained open to the future prospect, and the 
leaders of Onfein were totally aware of the fact. Onfein, in contrast to their rival 
planet, Elbear, in company with its administrative allies; did not study the art of 
war out of any motivation to do so other than basic self defense, initially. The 
reality gradually manifesting itself before the eyes of its military strategists, 
however, was where an aggressive, precise, and effective offense created a much 
better defense, since a heavy prospect of possible defeat engendered hesitation 
and respect from any adversary. 

Being effective warriors and battle strategists also placed one into a position 
of negotiation, where enriching benefits might be derived from a prospect of 
possible foreign intervention and conquest. An increase in wealth leads to future 
investment for access to more prosperity producing products, and general 
business negotiation. Profits gained could then be invested into military articles 
and defense mechanisms. 

While the two planets, Onfein and Elbear, were the wealthiest in their specific 


solar system; from the days of creation for Elbear, Onfein and the Danaan were 


much better off in terms of possessing products valuable throughout the entire 
galactic realm, than Elbear and the Ziminoa. By standing in such a place of 
contention, whether warfare erupted between Onfein and Elbear, or not, Onfein 
was guaranteed by its advantageous position, to eventually come out victorious. 
The truth was, however, that warfare still consumes valuable resources, so for 
this sole reason Onfein greatly favored peace. 

In a long standing war with an oozing, tentacled blob from the outer galactic 
realm of Fabio 35, Moldolph lead the planetary citizens of Elbear into an 
eventual great victory. The negotiation skills of Moldolph proved as being 
invaluable to the leadership of Elbear, just as his skills at being a military 
commandant had. In this conditional surrender of these blob entities from Fabio 
35, the situation was astonishingly lenient, providing these beings allow patrols 
throughout their entire realm the liberty to search for more valuable products, 
and to make extractions once these items were positively located. 

The result in this conquest was an era of great exploration, where Moldolph 
was a supreme leader, who also stood to turn a profit from his efforts; even 
though individuals on Elbear were not allowed to retain such enriching benefits. 
Instead, individuals were commanded by the planetary bureaucracy to hand over 
any valuable commodities discovered or earned, so the entire system and citizen 
base could sustain itself therefrom. In other words, one labored for the 
government and the citizenry as a whole, which then possessed the duty 
requirement to support the entire body of population. 

Chief leadership did reap a handsome personal reward for their magisterial 


efforts and achievement in position, contrary to common knowledge. Coins of 


pure gold and silver were issued to these officials, rather than them submitting 
to any form of electronic stamp, chip, or pin being placed in the flesh of their 
palms or foreheads. This Utopian system amounted to a form of slavery designed 
to gratify the greed of a carefully selected few, at the expense of the majority, 
and a newly emerging consequence of continuing genetic mutation on planet 
Onfein. 

The trading mission Moldolph longed to go on, was one to planet Onfein. In 
silence he desperately sought to contact his family, who more than likely figured 
him to be dead by now. He was age twenty one years, already a planetary hero; 
and to a lesser degree, was known throughout his entire solar system. While he 
desperately hoped his father had heard of his greatness and attempted to 
somehow make contact, deep down he knew such was more than likely not the 
case. 

Once he visited an elderly being of the distant wood in a cave, referred to as a 
Lalartu. This woman possessed a square of perfectly clear crystal she carved 
from a stone found deep down in the ground many eons ago. This crystal was 
called Sada Emedu, or a spirit stone, since one may literally gaze into its 
immaculate clear surface, allowing his inner being to transport into an imagined 
area, where he might be allowed to view the place in general, and its people. 

As the elderly being dutifully concentrated her steely gaze upon the clear 
surface of this crystal, a literal hologram appeared, into which Moldolph and the 
Lalartu both could view any alternative realm of existence. On the surface of 
Onfein he beheld many majestic structures, and an absolute tranquil beauty in 


nature not found on Elbear, where his present residence stood. 


The totally grayed hair of this elderly being was waist length, with a slight 
verdant tint. Her shawl, crafted from the hide of a flying reptilian creature, was 
purple in color, and plush to the touch. She kept this wrapped tightly around her 
head and her body, where its tasseled edge dangled near her ankles. Her terribly 
wrinkled nose jutted out, then sagged across her cracked upper lip, in strong 
resemblance to a disgusting hook. Her hue was of a light halcyon, same as that 
of his own. 

“Bear witness to the land of our origin, oh my dear one,” spoke the elderly 
Lalartu to the young, Moldoph in a raspy voice weighted down by celestial eons. 
“View our majestic homeland, the sacred structures, the divine cortex dedicated 
to the worship of Jainko Gorina,, Izar Neskamea, and Odol Garbitasuna, the 
celestial Goddess Of Lucid Consanguinity. Do you perceive and comprehend 
what is displayed before you, oh my young and accomplished one?” 

“T do, oh great and wonderful Lalartu. What you have spoken is true, in regard 
to me and the realm surrounding us. Your divine wisdom and knowledge informs 
me that I can place my enduring faith in your words.” 

“You seek knowledge of your beginning, your first home among the gilded 
family of Star Chief, in the great Bastille of Odrainus, located inside the 
illustrious province of Reah! Behold the Bastille home of your birth, oh my dear 
accomplished one.” 

As the words the elder spoke seemingly echoed on the celestial stilled, but 
perceptible wind throughout the vast canyon below, a vision of his heart’s desire 
manifested in the hologram rising above the crystal before him. In this vision he 


bore witness to the ancient battlements of his family chateau Bastille, counting 


the armed guards standing beside the great draw bridge, spanning a single 
league across the mighty Omishlodis River Of The Damned. 

“Inside this thick misty veil across that flow of ma’an below, the infinite inner 
being of virtual multitudes who rebelled against the holy sons of Jainko Gorina, 
are contained until the future time of total celestial conflagration. Can you 
behold their twisted horrified faces, my cherished one? Can you perceive their 
desperate screams for restoration into the outer realm, oh my respected one? 
Does the specter of their looming situation send motivating shards of panic 
completely through you, oh my accomplished one who has stood strong on many 
a battlefield in the name of glory and gain?” 

“Oh my wise one, dearest lalartu, I have beheld my father’s palace, my own 
place of origin. I bear witness to the imposing guards atop their giant flightless 
lizards with wings of a promenade, that you call strouthokamilos. I behold that 
beauty found in the world outside that wall. I sense the souls of the damned are 
in an irreversible situation, from which there exists no assisting situation. For all 
time forward they are doomed to roam above the Omishlodis . I seek to avoid 
such a situation, oh my wise council,” spoke Moldolph to the Lalartu. 

“Walk softly as you move about on the surface of Onfein, for it is commanded 
for us to respect all natural elements. Never remove nor receive what has not 
been given. Respect your elders. Never consume more than what is required. Be 
trust worthy and remain true to the your word. Never breed with the Zininoa, 
and certainly not the grotesque Bugbear. Are you in possession of the ability to 
adhere unto these long cherished commandments? “ 


“That Iam, my dearest Anaveti,” replied Moldolph. 


“You are commanded to adhere to the warrior traditions instilled in you. In 
that regard, yours originated here with your elder captive Danaan comrades on 
Elbear. Do you recall what they were?” 

“Yes, my wise council, like the time of my last meal and the bright day before. 
Defend the weak, since they pose no threat. Feed the hungry, for they possess no 
strength. Save the dying, for they only need assistance. Care for the elderly and 
the sick, soon both shall you one day be. Bury the dead, since they are in need of 
their last due. Most important of all, battle with superior strategy, great skill, 
and incessant courage. In conclusion, we must never accept defeat, even as the 
last legionnaire stands,” replied Moldolph to Anavati, the Lalartu. 

“Likewise were such commandments given unto you by Jainko Gorina, himself, 
during the most ancient of days. Turn to face the hologram, then tell me what 
you shall behold.” 

Moldolph done as he was commanded. 

“T see the same Bastille wall and the great emerald drawbridge. The bridge is 
dawn across the river, Omishlodis. There are many bizarre bipeds and celestial 
entities standing around it.” 

The Lalartu turned her wrinkled face toward that of his own, saying; 

“Behold the cluster of robbed prophets in council by the wall? The one who 
you reject will be that of your father. You shall desire to remain on Onfein, but 
your presence will be scorned by King Thorvald in the beginning, until you 
validate your value potential. In the end your conquest of the terrible one, shall 


be great and long enduring. Your gift for his heart shall be far more than 


adequate. When your time at long last arrives, my great one, your name shall 


forever reside in the long cherished Book Of Infinite Immortals.” 


Book Five 


The Golden Opportunity 


Moldolph exited the cave of the Lalartu upon her final word, offering her a 
gratuity of sacred enchanting herb, shammu, used in the seasonal altar of 
sacrifice to the supreme God Of All gods, Jainko Gorina,. As he made his way 
back into the capitol metropolis, he was met in the streets immediately outside 
the gate gate by the king’s personal message bearer. 

“Greetings from the king,” spoke the message bearer. 

“Salutations,” smiled Moldolf as he bowed in reverence to the coming word 
from the king. “I anxiously await the word spoken from a wise one such as he, 
who rules the planetary domain.” 

“King Ozzymoddor has called you in to his court,” spoke the messenger. “I am 
the one appointed to escort you inside the krypton gate colored as emerald. No 
being anywhere inside our realm knew of your whereabouts, Moldolf. You are 
under orders to leave reference prior to your exit, even though you are at perfect 
liberty to ride on. 

“The android robot, RX1012, recalled bearing witness to your exit from the 
city gates during the midday light, and into darkness beyond upon the moment 
you returned. Mathematically the hours from your exit to darkness were only 
four, and you headed in an easterly direction, according to our patrolling eye in 


the sky. The presumption derived in direct consequence was where your exit was 


at dawn today, arriving here in exactly eleven hours from an easterly direction, 
headed westward. When our hologram map called forth from our block of divine 
crystal, was consulted, we were informed of an exact eastward direction in four 
hours walking distance, ending in the majestic Zargon Mountains here in Elbear. 

“Due to the difficulty of travel in this area, Moldolph, and the danger in 
general, there can be only one natural entryway selected by any traveler on foot. 
This natural entry would be the hallowed Gate Of Shamu. High above this gate in 
a peak of the foremost mountain, is positioned the timeless Cave Of The Divine 
Oracle.” 

“The robot’s ability to observe, calculate, and presumptuously anticipate, is 
astounding. If only us lower beings could always be so accurate,” Moldolph 
laughed slightly, while feigning sarcasm. 

The stern messenger never broke a smile. His composure was one of 
inflexible military precision. His gaze upon Moldolph was fixed to an absolute. 
His eyes never blinked. Was he programmed to seek me out, Modolph ashed 
himself in silence. 

“From this informational analysis, Moldolph, I have personally made further 
deductive anticipations. Inside the Cave Of The Divine Oracle resides a timeless 
master of the ancient craft, an elder who hails from the days of the ante-mutants, 
I say this individual stands as a verdant she-chieftain, Moldolph. She is not from 
the realm of Elbear, but from that of Onfein, Moldolph.” 

“Yes, it is so!,” spouted Modolph in direct reply to the question. “So I walked 
some four miles eastward, to the sacred oracle’s cave. Yes, I did meet with this 


enchanting elder. So what then, my lord?,” stated Modolph with a humble bow. 


“What concerns you so, you dare ask? A walk on foot often can go undetected 
by any crystal orb, block or alien information processing device. The eye in the 
sky, the hidden watchmen in the wood, the rocks, the sands, are only 
programmed to detect moving groups in a majority of instances, when 
possessing something otherwise is not commanded by a deductive possibility of 
situational scenarios. Being far away out in the distant wilderness would 
constitute one of those situations,” proceeded the messenger. 

Moldolph made no reply, he only stood gazing upon the messenger with an 
empty stare. 

“You were all too aware of this fact, Moldolph.” 

“So what if I was? What are you attempting to imply here in this 
conversation?” 

“You mean what do I imply here with this message? We have been at war with 
Onfein throughout the entire galactic time span. These types of questions must 
always be among those asked.” The android paused as he gazed hard into the 
light cerulean eyes of Moldolph then continued on, “when the immediate 
situation commands it to be so.” 

Moldolph chuckled to himself, but gave no reply. 

“T shall never forget, and neither shall RX1012, who has been programmed 
by myself and others to retain such specifics; that you, sir, hail from Onfein, the 
blood enemy of Elbear and all of our allies!” 

“Maybe,” chuckled Modolf, “but what’s it to anybody around here? I have 
lived here on Elbear now for a majority of my life.” 


The messenger never broke a smile, continuing on with his rigid inflexibility. 


“You met with the oracle, sir, forbearing on any reception of authoritarian 
permission. You arranged this meeting on the sly.” 

“Well, allow me to arrange for this meeting with King Ozzymoddor.,” said 
Moldolph. “This word from the great master himself might be interesting for me 
to hear.” 

Modolph stepped over to straddle the raketcyclus. The instant that he 
situated himself into a proper place of comfort, the cycle zoomed upward passing 
through a nearby wormhole portal, exiting directly into the kings personal living 
quarters. The king, donning an emerald robe, decorated with crescent symbols, 
golden tassels, and a pointed hat with a cover down to his shoulders on both 
sides of his head and over the back of his neck, arose from his throne. He walked 
over toward Moldolph and his personal messenger with an air of 
uncompromising authority. They both arose from the raketcyclus as he 
approached. 

“Aye, its about time you made it back into my court with our quarry,” 
announced the king through an extremely wrinkled face of tarnishing gold. 

“Yes? How may I be of assistance?,” inquired Moldolph as the king 
approached. 

The king didn’t make an immediate reply, he only paused as he glared 
forward upon Moldolph in deep reflection. 

“Honestly, son, were it not for the fact that we had no being more qualified 
than you anywhere on Elbear to go on these trading missions, I would not take 
such a growing risk in these matters,” the king’s voice rumbled in its 


condemning sternness. 


“Always in eternal gratuity, my lord,” replied Moldolph with a courteous bow. 

“Ts that right?,” fired the king with an air of impending rage. “May we always 
be certain? The wages of disobedience is a gruesome death, as you should 
recall.” 

“T recall, my lord,” replied Moldolph smoothly with a smile. 

“The convicted traitor shall be stripped stark naked, then dipped in lotus 
nectar.,” continued the king. “He shall be suspended above the ground where the 
buzzing hem-haw swarms, being always on the hunt for fresh meat, shall actively 
seek him out. This luscious nectar with its entrancing effects, cause these hem- 
haw swarms to go into a psychopathic feeding frenzy. The problem for the 
condemned is that the hem-haw remove only the skin from the body, covering it 
with a chemical that emits a sensations reminiscent of fire and ice, with soothing 
and astonishing repetition. The enduring pain eventually overwhelms the victim, 
ye he shall consequently be removed on the very eve of losing consciousness. ” 

“Ouch!,” fired Moldolph with a slight smile. 

“From there he shall be compelled to kneel before the Sisu-Lu, who shall force 
his throbbing Ta into his opisthio nonstop for hours, until it splits the entire 
lower back of he who is condemned,” the king continued to rumble in a raspy 
voice now bearing an air of debauched contemplation. 

“Oh? How nice,” Moldolph replied in jesting sarcasm. 

“This action combined with the chemical scent of the hem-haw swarm, excites 
the flesh eating locomoko, who school in large numbers down by the river, Belun. 
In here the condemned shall be then placed, where in five short minutes of dread 


and terror, the inner structure shall be completely cleaned of its cover; thus then 


the life of the condemned has now been spent, and his inner specter shall return 
into the court of ,Jainko Gorina, the supreme Lord Of All Lords,” concluded the 
king with a stern inflexibility reminiscent of that assumed by his dutiful 
messenger. 

“How terrible it is for one to be a traitor unto Elbear, I must surely say,” 
replied Moldolph. 

“That being said, sir,” replied the king, “ and all due concerns aired, with 
concluding comments made, I have a mission for you. We shall engage Onfein in 
a mission of profitable exchange.” 

“Now that message sounds so much better to my yearning ears, oh good king 
of Elbear,” replied Modolph. “My confidence has been completely restored, I 
must say,” replied Modolph with a smile. 

“You, sir, are going to head this mission up. We are trading Germanium for 
more Plutonium and Helium. We can then turn around and trade this Plutonium 
and Hellium for Urainium and Krypton, which shall vastly increase the speeds 
and distance capabilities of our inter-galactic time traveling vehicles. Once 
traveling though the proper vacuum portals located inside the distant third 
ionosphere, we can literally transpose ourselves backward in time to the distant 
past, attack any otherwise invincible terrestrial society prior to its technological 
development, and in so doing, transform its entire history from one of 
complacency and domineering arrogance, into one of mutual respect,” the 
smiling king said. 

“Sounds like a real plan a-hatch here. I’m so glad I can play such a valuable 


part to it.” 


“Furthermore,” replied King Ozzymoddor, “our policy of conquest includes a 
plan to breed the enemy into our control. Thus, entire colonies of our own shall 
be transported into any conquered realm. The ability to transport ourselves into 
an enemies presence through a portal reaching backward in time, is totally 
paramount in facilitation for any security measure, of any time future from the 
strategically calculated point of our conquest, into our present age.” 

“T totally comprehend the intention and design. Well done, to your advisor and 
chief organizing strategist,” replied Moldolf to king Ozzymoddor, with a 
respectful nod made in salutation. 

“All the necessary posts and details have received their personal orders in 
conjunction with the prevailing collective details, in a series of briefs. At dawn 
tomorrow, report to your duty station outside the great temple to Jainko Gorina,. 
Is all promptly understood?,” asked King Ozzymoddor to his chief military 
general. 

“As you have commanded in earnest, sire, so let it all be,” replied Moldolph. 

Upon a nearby desk stood a decanter of translucent crystal, similar to that 
which emits the hologram portal. Inside this decanter was an enrapturing nectar 
of peach lotus, and a precious mycellium of a type found only in the solar system 
of Ares. He retrieved twelve elegant receptacles, crafted from the same 
translucent crystal as the decanter. Each receptacle was positioned for 
Moldolph’s twelve immediate subordinates. Two golden chalices he positioned 
before Moldolph and himself. These cups were filled to the rim with the precious, 
highly esteemed enrapturing nectar. Each one was then lifted at King 


Ozymoddor’s prompt command. 


“Cheers to the supreme God Of All Gods, Jainko Gorina,! Cheers to our new 
battle plan and program for conquest. Three cheers to our success at first light 
tomorrow, and our new engagement feigning benevolence,” spoke the King in 
salutation to the prospect of success. “May the might of all that is positive 


remain solely with Elbear for infinity.” 


Book Six 


The Abominable Abduction 


At first light Moldolph assisted in loading three transport vessels the size of a 
mother ship. These massive vehicles contained the valuable items for trade. In 
addition to the natural elements garnished from several planetary surfaces found 
throughout the galactic realm, there were additional elements worthy of a 


mentioning. 


High ranking officials and lay people alike degenerated in their desires. In the 
past whatever the citizens of Onfein desired was always acknowledged in 
consideration of Lord Jainko Gorina,, and his divine company. His blessing was 
besought prior to any reception of goods or actions taken. While seemingly the 
most successful elders still bowed down in prayer, or facilitated the holy life 
spring sacrifice, these incidents of divine acknowledgment were sadly becoming 
much less noticeable in recent decades. The oracles were already predicting 
planetary tribulations and immanent catastrophe, thereby consequently resulting 
in the oracle being prohibited. 

Many political leaders of Onfein bearing diabolical intentions, had drawn lines 
supported by massive propaganda efforts, separating ideologies in the planetary 
congregation standing on the sinister side of the stone fence, from those on the 
virtuous side. Any form of traditional observance was hailed as being repressive, 
the sinister element claimed. Since the citizens of Onfein were now entering into 
an ever dawning new age, then all ideological motivations and consequently it’s 
magisterial manifestations, should reflect this reality of the sinister as being 
positive. Thus, any type of religious observation and effort ideologically or 
legally, to reach backward toward regaining the long lost Age Of Serenity, was 
consequently labeled by the sinister political half as standing on the regressive 
side of the fence. All youth were flagrantly commanded by these insidious 
leaders to forbear on any such observances, or suffer an inter-planetary punitive. 

All heroes from the great Age Of Serenity were commanded by the sinister 
side gradually gaining control, to be ignored, with their names and life records 


ordered stricken from all physical and electronic records. Even the ancient paper 


volumes recording these notes, were ordered confiscated and burned by these 
corrupted individuals. Ancient statues standing in the glittering metropolis 
Squares were commanded to be destroyed, purged for all infinity from the 
planetary realm. Any mentioning of these heroic names from the past was 
commanded as being relegated underneath a label of illegality; with penalties for 
violation of imprisonment enduring ten solar years at the very least, and even 
more. Individuals who violated these commandments were proposed as being 
charged with crimes of hatred directed against the defenseless. 

The mainstream historical document was twisted to justify condemnation 
against those in closest standing to the original genetic superlative, with each 
twist heavily soaked in appeal to emotion; forwarding the preposterous claim 
that all individuals from the ante-mutated past bitterly resented the Narapazu, 
and in direct consequence organized in creation of a cast system designed to 
prevent blood mixture, complete with an imposed system of planetary ostracism. 
This reality of ill treatment demanded future reparation from the ante-mutated, 
so the prevailing political proclamation went. True facts informed of a vastly 
different reality of the times, however. 

The Narapazu were said by these individuals from the sinister movement, to 
possess a naturally allotted planetary liberty for making a choice to dwell on 
Onfein, even though divine law forbade any sort of social interaction. Great 
protest movements were orchestrated all across the planet by those who stand 
on the sinister side, demanding that officials transform the law commanding 


citizens of Onfein to obey divine orders. The choices were to be made and 


shattered by the individual, not adhered to because of any majestic 
commandment. 

Allow any divine consequences for disobedience to fall upon themselves, these 
sinister crowds arrogantly boasted. We patiently await such a response, they 
swaggered aloud in disbelieving laughter, as their disgustingly corrupted hoards 
bearing their gross body lesions from genetic mutation, and their consequential 
acupuncture piercings with nails, wire, and other discarded items to ease the 
pain; paraded brazenly throughout the metropolis streets, with both arms 
spread outward and their mocking faces turned toward the solar system of Ares 
above. 

Far too many also carried bizarre communicable disease birthed by genetic 
mutation, contrary to any government recognition of the fact. Their hopes were 
one of spreading this insidious poison among the virtuous. Many a muck in this 
sinister movement walked along in these roving crowds with their arms around 
some Narapazu individual, on many occasions being male and male, or female 
and female, as much as male and female, since genetic mutation combined with a 
huge propaganda effort eliminated all resistance for abstinence. 

Virtuous elders and their citizen allies, who were both astonished and 
disgusted by this wrought display of arrogance, insolence, outright debauchery, 
and ignorance, stepped up their own resistance to the impending degenerative 
movement. In the darkness of night they convened in secret places located 
throughout the wilderness without, and on obscured dark parameters of the 


metropolis. In these areas a massive rendezvous of like-minds was orchestrated. 


Their most adored sacred symbol were two flaming swords crossed, and one of 
an orb and a blood cross at the exact center; representative of the planetary 
surface of Onfein, and its absolute infinite dominance from edge to edge 
maintained by the ante-mutated. Above all, the two symbols in perfect company 
represented a newly invigorated effort by these virtuous traditionalists, to 
restore the long lost Age Of Serenity. As the two crossed swords roared with 
flame, slicing away the dark void surrounding these enlightened masses, their 
ordained leader addressed this massive congregation of more than nine legions 
(900000). 

“Hear me out, oh beings of supreme might, valor, and lucid patrimony of 
liberty, industriousness, and creativity. Our eternal enemies are converging all 
around us! This present address is not one of empty words in longing for a dead 
and dying past, on the contrary, its one of an appeal to action for the purpose of 
securing our very future survival, and prosperity. Thus, let it be said here in this 
very place, that we congregate on this anointed night of enduring celestial 
remembrance, to engage in holy warfare against all of those whom we know are 
covertly mandating our own extermination, until this insidious corrupting vermin 
among us is purged from our presence, forevermore! 

“Here me now, mighty ones who embrace our gilded past with passion and 
great reverence. These decadent vermin have mandated that our youth attend 
educational centers, in a system controlled by those of their own degenerate 
kind. I tell you, an embrace directed toward the vast intentional destruction of 
our precious youth, is even mandated by any who labor in these provincially 


controlled facilities! Those who refuse to embrace and enforce these mandated 


ideologies of destruction, are even thrown into the emerging dank dungeons and 
starvation centers! 

“Pause for a moment and consider the facts. Here we have a filthy Narapazu, a 
mindless beast mortal, who is only motivated by the forces of basic biology, 
environmental extremes, and shear raw emotion, as are the Levenwolves of the 
ancient forests; and these wretched mutants are commanding that we allow our 
youth to breed with this filth? What a crass insult to every notion that we, and all 
of magnificent Onfein, stand for! Our once holy provinces are now commanded to 
publicly display hologram pictorial representations of our own, the blessed 
Danaan, breeding with this disgusting subspecies filth! 

“The idea and designed intent is to arouse a carnal desire within our youth for 
such interactions, and to break down our resistance to any ideology concerning 
corruption of our own brood. The institution of marriage is displayed as being 
unnecessary and impractical, and gradually being made so by an insidious 
legality holding the idea of family into flagrant disregard. Who, may we dare to 
inquire, stands behind this veiled order for our own degeneration and 
extermination? Certainly they are not our allies, so they surely must be our 
inner-planetary foes! Does this not anger all of you, even to the very core, my 
dear ones?” 

The masses who stood without extended their opened right palms in an eternal 
embrace of the divine word as it was received from the very mouth of their 
commonly elected Grand Master, the christened anointed leader. The Grand 
Master then extended his raised index finger as he stood on a dazzling elegant 


marble podium above them. 


“Here, as the flame of eternal destiny burns, we shall don our battle 
garments.” 

In the midnight air underneath a sickle shape of the glowing Illuria above, he 
drew the shape of their sacred emblems, then prayed aloud to the Adonis queen 
of blood purity and genetic ante-mutation, Odol Garbitasuna. 

“Oh mighty queen of the third dimension above, in the solar system of Ares, 
grant us all here tonight the power of wisdom, so that we might choose the 
divine pathway. Grant us unwavering courage, oh mighty one, to pursue the way 
your divine light shall reveal through your enduring grant of wisdom. In the 
course of events, grant us all the gift of strength, that we might pursue on our 
directed course until the sacred goal be accomplished at long last!” 

The gathered masses, with right arms and palms extended toward the Grand 
Master, and heads bowed, then replied in perfect unison. 

“Victoria nobiscum stare, oh divinis , our anointed one. May the eternal flame 
and strength of all that is positive anywhere found in the celestial universe, 
parade before our silent advance. May our enemies never detect our approach. 
May he wilt before our advance, even as we strike the coming death blow. May 
his life source flow like rivers upon the planetary soil. May we then proudly 
stand, forever free from his clutch, oh divine majesty.” 

In an instant a figure appeared before the Grand Master, of a beautiful female 
in suspended levitation, who announced her name as being, Azrael, goddess of 
silent death, hailing from within the third dimension. She was called forward by 
both the queen of blood purity and the third dimension, for the purpose of 


donning the Danaan in a new victory suit. She handed the Grand Master an 


immensely elegant emerald robe, trimmed in gold, studded in glittering diamond 
and multicolored exotic star gems. 

“Don this blessed garment, oh chosen master of the mighty Danaan. This is the 
robe of celestial translucence. This seemingly simple hooded robe shall bestow 
upon you and all of your kind, the long cherished power of invisibility, and the 
wisdom of organization. With this grant, you shall spread disease and sudden 
death upon the heads of your enemies, in a manner imperceptible unto them as 
to its source. Many shall become encouraged by projections of your inner being 
into the very hearts and minds of those whom you oppose, to hang themselves, 
set themselves on fire, and leap from high cliffs in huge numbers. 

“This weapon, in combination with your linpin and your side arm of discharging 
burning light, shall exact complete victory from your every foe. Arise now, 
conquer, and purge your divine patrimonial inheritance of these vile 
degenerative mutant subspecies, for the future of your brood and the continuing 
prosperity of Onfein commands it! Such be the commandments of the ancient 
god-kings from the third dimension who ordained it to be so!” 

The Grand Master then donned the emerald robe of celestial translucence, 
rendering him invisible to the others. The same robes likewise appeared before 
each member gathered about, upon which they donned for the same purpose. 
Unto themselves only were they visible after placing the robe upon their 
shoulders. 

From the clandestine central plaza where this primary organization was held, 
the invisible masses rode forward, fanning outward upon the face of the 


metropolis. A viceroy was placed in secret command of an entire province, 


subjected only unto the primary Grand Master. An assistant to the Grand Master 
was given the title, supreme commandant. Beneath this Viceroy was a second 
lieutenant, acting as an assistant to the Viceroy. The individual members of this 
guerrilla Danaan organization, were referred to as the Grand Celestial 
Crusaders, or the GCC’s. 

By utilizing such a methodology in the bleakness of midnight, the virtuous 
Danaan moved to make holy war on both the Ziminoa and the Narapazu mutants 
in their midst on the planet, Onfein. This organization also assaulted sinister 
elements in their own central areas, who were traitor unto their own being. 
When a province was completely purged with the course, as in the days of old, it 
was labeled as being liberated from the forces of darkness. 

It was during these days of guerrilla warfare between the virtuous and sinister 
elements that developed among the Danaan, where King Ozzymoddor compelled 
the great trading air ships to make way toward Onfein. Moldolph was appointed 
leadership over these movements of trading caravans; and their conduct from 
the surface of Elbear, to the surface of Onfein, and finally back to Elbear. 

When the great air caravans made their way to the surface of Onfein, with 
white lights flashing instead of red signifying a peaceful mission, they were met 
by cheering crowds anxiously awaiting their arrival. Literal thousands of 
legionnaire warriors now had boots on the ground of Onfein. Many among their 
own dreamed of going off on their own account, and the self serving deeds 
potentially accomplished there in the name of victory, but the time for executing 


such acts had not yet arrived. The pride of every being present glowed in an air 


of looming prosperity, accompanied by a glowing hope of potential 
accomplishment. 

Soon king Thorvaldr and his entire family moved about among the collective 
masses in anticipation of the huge gathering, the trading, and the general 
excitement of the affair. As the king stood upon a small pedestal before the 
crowds seeking to the make his address, his family gathered about, including the 
queen, wife of his bosom. Out of all gathered thereabout, the one who attracted 
most attention was his delicate daughter, Emolote’. 

The king’s daughter had waist length hair the color of forest and flame. Over 
this she donned an ancient halcyon halo of purity She wore a belle dress of 
dragon skin, purple sequins, and golden lace down to her knees. Her 
mannerism, her very movements, her winking long lashes veiling immaculate 
cerulean eyes, captivated many; but none more so than Moldolf, the warrior 
hero. Her somewhat melodious voice bedazzled his very mind to the point he 
could think of nothing else when he wasn’t at war. 

As her father stood upon an exhaled platform constructed to the glory of the 
ancient ante-mutated Danaan, making an address to the murmuring crowds 
below; Emolote’ scanned the masses below, until she paused as her very eyes 
met the mesmerized glare of Moldolph. He pretended to glance away from her 
gaze, only to glint back upward as she turned to walk out of sight toward the 
platform rear. He was compelled by forces mightier than himself, only investing 
his most gifted intellect while seeking to make so much more of this situation 
than merely a single impassioned glance. He was possessed to at least pay the 


gentle princess a kind greeting to her in casual passing. 


While her father completed his impassioned address to the murmuring masses 
without, Moldolph was compelled to venture out toward the rear quarter of the 
platform. Casually he meandered through the captivated citizens of Onfein, as 
they absorbed the final powerful words of the king on the deck high above them. 
Inside the marble stone walls of the platform he could detect the gentle 
movement of light shoes on petite female feet. What appeared to be a solid wall 
of marble suddenly transformed in eerie similarity to a hologram. The gentle 
princess and her female entourage passed over the threshold as it appeared. As 
they stepped through, the hologram vanished and a solid wall of what gave an 
appearance of unblemished marble replaced it. 

Quickly he raced up behind the group of young females. He fought with 
himself to remain silent in his gait. He never intended to startle any one of them. 
He scanned all around with his eyes, searching seemingly in vain for an excuse 
to justify his approach. Suddenly, what appeared as a veil of some sort, fell from 
the shoulder of one, onto the ground behind the congregated clique as they 
continued to chat in their walk forward along. The perfect opportunity presented 
itself. He briskly raced up as those in the cluster casually glanced in his 
direction, while he arose from his stoop, holding what appeared as being a veil. 

“An important fragment of fiber, I would presume?,” he announced with a 
smooth smile, glancing toward the princess and into the faces of the others. All 
of the young females ran their hands across the fabric of their dress as Moldolph 
held it. A rather large female suddenly blushed from her usual tint of light 


halcyon, to into a hue the color of the peach orb above. 


“You are so kind, good sir,” said she as she walked in his direction. The other 
young females glanced at the young man, then giggled nonchalantly. The 
laughter of the queen suddenly firmed into a solid glare in Moldolph’s direction. 

“What is your name?,” she inquired. 

Moldolph handed the large bodied female the fabric, then smiled in the 
direction of the princess. 

“T was about to ask you the same.” 

“You noticed me on the platform earlier, I am sure,” she fired. 

“Maybe I did, but the excitement of the crowd was with me, I fear,” he smiled 
to her convincingly. 

“Tam sure. That much I am certain of,” the princess rolled her eyes as she 
spoke with a slight smile glinting in his direction. “We nine are headed to the 
midday recreational presentation across the fairway toward triad square. Would 
you like to accompany us?” 

“That I would, might I say?,” exclaimed Moldolph. “Whats on?” 

“The Midnight Star Gate,” snapped the heavy lady who he had retrieved the 
fabric for. 

“Are you familiar with that?,” inquired a thin but firm female walking closely 
beside the princess. 

“T can’t say that Iam,” he replied. 

The thin lady never broke a smile, remaining very firm and inflexible as she 
strode along in company with her well dressed entourage. She glanced toward 
the princess as she walked along without turning back toward Moldolph. The 


other females laughed in unison. 


“What’s so amusing in my remark?,” he asked. 

There was no answer in return, all simply strode along as if he were no longer 
in their company. 

“T don’t get it? Where did I go wrong?,” he asked again. 

Again there was no answer. 

“Where were you educated?,” inquired a younger female ambling along in the 
company. 

“T was raised inside the military training academy,” he replied with pride. 

“Inside the training academy? Which one?,” asked the princess. 

“The Citadel Of Vapaula,” replied Moldolph. 

The eyes of the group sagged in astonishment. 

“Where in the galaxy is that? Is it here on Onfein?,” inquired the gentle 
princess. 
“No it isn’t?” replied Moldolph. 

“None are familiar with this place,” signed the clique with great puzzlement. 

“T could clearly comprehend the reason here, because its not on the planet of 
Onfein, but on Elbear, of course!” 

“Elbear!” gasped the princess’s company, several more on the outside gasped 
in astonishment, moving away in sudden fear. “But you look like us, not as some 
filthy subspecies hailing from Elbear.” 

“That is because I am not from Elbear. I was kidnapped away during my 
childhood, then I moved up the ranks until I reached a status where I could 
accompany my own personal mission to Onfein here. We, from Elbear, are on a 


trading mission, of course, so no one has anything to fear.” 


The princess glanced around at Moldolph with stern cold eyes. 

“What family do you hail from?” 

“The family, Star Chief, Do I not bear a resemblance?” 

All eyes in the entourage suddenly widened. 

“The family, Star Chief?,” they gasped. 

The hardened friend walking along beside the princes paused in her gait, then 
turned. 

“So let us get this straight, now. Iam somewhat familiar with the family, Star 
Chief. Their residence lies in the great elegant chateau Bastille of Odrainus, 
located inside the immaculate emerald province of Reah. I was once promised to 
Master, Milia Lane. My father was adamant in our union. I supposed if I had 
relaxed, closed my eyes, and wished really hard, that I could have learned to 
adore Mr. Lane.” 

“You never informed me of this situation,” spoke the princess. “I am aware 
that you vanished seemingly about a light year, and half a star gaze ago, maybe.” 

“That time calculation is about right,” replied the once stern friend. 

“Well what happened?,” inquired Moldolph. 

“He could have been a bit old,” she returned with a sarcastic smile. 

“Ts that all?,” asked the young female who followed along at the rear of the 
entourage. “Why was him having a few years on his person such a big deal?” 

“Maybe he had rather stay put watching an air scroll, when I had rather be out 
playing with my linpin, or racing my raketcyclus.” 

“Oh really?,” snarled the older female who walked along to the right of the 


princess, “was that much all that the problem was with you two?” 


“T might add that he did have a mighty lame foot, if anybody was to ever get 
personal about matters and dare to ask me, as this individual so uncouthly did.” 

The entire group suddenly exploded with laughter, including Moldolph, as they 
stepped around the corner of a massive market building. The entourage gazed in 
between the huge columns of the market building as they ambled passed, 
stumbling and laughing. 

“I’ve never seen a market such as this one,” spoke Moldolph. 

“What specific detail are you speaking of? Do you mean that you have never 
seen planetary beings engaged in any form of trade?,” asked the older female. 

“T don’t see them trading anything. I only see them pausing, opening a cloak to 
display a reflector type of thing, then closing it. The shoppers then seize up their 
items and walk on.” 

“That reflector thing, as you label it, gives them their value in trade,” replied 
the princess. 

“What does it give?,” asked Moldolph in earnest. “I saw nothing.” 

“Tt allows subtraction for a solar light years worth of life energy, from the very 
bodies of the individual shoppers,” snapped the older female. 

“A solar light years worth of life energy? What on all of Onfein are we to make 
it? I have never heard of such,” snapped Moldolph. 

“Oh my stars and light swords, I have heard it all now,” gasped Moldolph with 
a half laugh. “You mean to tell me that these shoppers are shortening their life 
every time they display that reflector thing?” 

“Yes, certainly, if you choose to be so blunt about the situation,” replied the 


princess. 


“Do you mean they will die after so many light years are used?” 
Moldolph chuckled in flagrant disbelief. 

“That’s absolutely right,” replied the princess, “and there’s nowhere inside of 
this galaxy to resupply the extracted energy.” 

“Why couldn’t they give something else of value, such as gold or platinum coin, 
as it was in the distant past?,” asked Moldolph. 

“Because nearly all of those materials have been extracted to repair the 
damaged atmosphere,” replied the older female. “There remains little on Onfein. 
We have self-navigating vehicles roaming the interstellar universe in droves, but 
thus far, nothing has yet to be located,” replied the princess. “These vehicles 
extract their much needed energy from the light reflecting from the multitude of 
orbs throughout the interstellar void.” 

The crowd made their way on passed the market place. As they moved along 
down the street, several bipedal types of robots passed, with lights flashing in 
what would have automatically been assumed to be a head. Some of these robots 
walked along on two legs, while others rode along on wheels, or a rotary track of 
some type. One of the bipeds suddenly paused, seemingly turning his head 
backward toward the clique as it moved along. 

“In the name of King Thorvaludius, I command all of you to pause at this very 
instant!,” spoke the robot in a mechanical computerized voice. 

The group paused, when the female closest to the princess suddenly 
commenced giggling. 


“What is this? The automated fool’s patrol?,” she slurred as she snickered. 


The robot quickly rolled up toward the clique, glancing hard at the sarcastic 
female. 

“T do not in no way find your rude sarcasm amusing, madam. I have authority 
invested in me by the king himself, to conduct an arrest.” 

“Based on what violation?,” angrily fired the princess, “there is no prohibition 
on Onfein against hapless sarcasm.” 

The robot turned his head toward the princess, with angry reddened elliptical 
shaped lights behaving as if they were natural eyes. 

“Your statement may be true, madam,” spoke the robot in his computerized 
voice, “but there is a law against one harboring an alien fugitive.” 

“What do you mean by your claim of harboring an alien fugitive?,” fired the 
older female on the opposite side of the princess. 

“You have one in your midst that is not sending me a signal from an 
identification card held on his person. The satellites above have beamed down 
total detail of every individual, save one. I am well aware that you are the 
daughter of King Thorvaldr,” he informed the princess, who said nothing. “I 
know that you are her lecherous cousin, Teasag,” he spoke to the tall female 
being who rather casually strode along on the left hand side of the princess. “I 
also am well aware that you, Aoife, are the princesses elder moral assistant. Her 
wisdom and beauty guides her along very well, I must say. In fact, I have an ID 
on every individual present.” 

The robot gradually turned his head until it paused on Moldolph 
, “Save you!,” the robot suddenly fired in a firm monotone. “Display you ID 


immediately upon command!” 


“Wait a minute here,” laughed Moldolph, “you are so right. I am in possession 
of no official ID. Iam here on Onfein, however, on mission to accompany this 
delicate princess.” 

“T command you to display your command documents, immediately. I am 
squad commander 0942. I have been assigned by the king himself to patrol street 
block number nine. I am not aware of any undocumented individual being under 
order to accompany the princess, for any specified reason.” 

“Look, sir robot, or who ever it is that you are__,” signed Moldolph, as the 
robot interrupted suddenly. 

“You have a right to remain silent. What ever you say can and will be used 
against you in a court of legal assessment. You are now under arrest, from this 
moment forward!” 

“Look now, sir robot-!,” the robot suddenly cut him off again. 

“Be silent!,” 

A set of cuffs on metal extensions suddenly shot forward, firmly grasping 
Moldolph’s wrists until the metal of the metal shackle arms bit into his flesh, 
containing him beyond his ability to resist. 

“Wait a minute, there’s been a terrible mistake here!,” Moldolph snapped 
with an air of ardent concern in his voice. “I can explain, if only you give mea 
single chance. I can protect the princess if she feels to be in any danger. I can’t 
offer this protection if you have me contained in a hidden dungeon somewhere 


way out in the byond, however!” 


“Silence Ziminoa!,” fired the robot, as if moved with what appeared to be a 
coordinated level of precision. The infallible android ambled forward, compelling 
Moldolph along as he was literally dragged. 

“Tam not Ziminoa!,” fired Moldolph. “I hail from the family, Star Chief, from 
Onfein here. 

“Your point of origin is irrelevant to this case,” fired the robot. “The planetary 
legal statute, 1090A5Z, states that every being found on the surface of Onfein 
must always remain in possession of verifiable identification. You are in direct 
violation of that deductive standard. I must inform you, according to the general 
statue of requirements for enacting legal statute 1090A5Z, there are severe 
penalties that surely must apply. We shall commence these proceedings by 
transporting you into brig 1090101AZ. 1090 identifies the statute you are in 
violation of. AZ indicates the building where all other offenders of this statute 
reside. 101 indicates the exact number of your confining cell. Are we clear on 
this matter, sir?,” stated the android patrol officer in its animated mechanical 
voice. 

They both paused. 

“Tam clear so on this matter,” fired Moldolph. “ but you are making a terrible 
mistake here. I can not perform my assigned duties when you hold me in 
containment. That princess may well be in potential danger. Yes, I am here from 
Elbear. Yes, Elbear and Onfein have been bitter rivals for innumerable galactic 
eons. I have been the leader in many of these military affairs, on behalf of Elbear, 


yet I am also the one behind this enduring era of peace between the two planets. 


I originate from Onfein, here. I hail from the gilded family, Star Chief. I hold the 
key to the best interests of Onfein laying with my heart.” 

The android patrol officer gradually turned its head with no emotion. 

“Silence! You have been ordered to remain silent, unless spoken to. Your time 
for contest shall arrive on a later date.” 

“What? Listen, this situation is not what you are thinking here! Give me a 
chance to speak, please!” 

“You are persistent in disobeying a direct order to remain silent while in 
custody. Your additional penalty before commencement of any petition for legal 
briefing, shall be a consignment for hard labor. During this time you shall remain 
shackled to a weighted chain. Your labor assignment shall be to smash large 
boulders into small retrievable fragments, 12 hours a day, 6 days a week. On the 
seventh day you shall attend a place of reeducation, where you shall humble 
yourself before an effigy representation of the Onfeinian magisterial system. You 
shall become educated as to what specifically constitutes a citizen’s regulation 
and duty obligations while on Onfein. Your period of consignment shall be for a 
fort night,” so stated the android robot in a mechanical monotone exactness. 

“What? This so called penalty is utterly ridiculous, I am telling you! My rights 
have been violated!,” angrily fired Moldolph.” 

“Your penalty has been increased to thirty days, for continuing to violate a 
direct order,” so continued the AI android in the same monotone. 

“You can’t do this! Iam not a citizen of Onfein, so this penalty does not apply. I 
do not know the laws of Onfein,” raged Moldolph as the robot continued on, 


immune to his pleas for reconsideration. 


“Thirty days has been increased to include another fortnight. Ignorance of the 
Onfeinian legal statues is no excuse for not knowing. Responsibility for 
compliance lies with any who contemplate walking on Onfeinian soil.” 

Moldolph hangs his head and weeps. Instantly a Menetallerkan appears from 
nowhere through a teleport, pausing beside the robot and the shackled, weeping 
Moldolph. This disk shaped vehicle possesses a caged area in the rear, behind 
what appeared to be another robot driving and operating the flying machine. An 
arm from inside the machine reached out, seizing Moldolph, compelling him to 
enter inside. The caged room instantly opened, and the arm compelled him to 
move inside, whereupon the door briskly slammed shut, clicking as it solidly 
locked. The arresting android security officer stood by the door, addressing the 
one operating the disk. 

My identity code is 0942, patrol area 40LW, avenue 9. The complete report 
including additional penalties for this individual are being delivered to the 
personnel in the containment facility, at this very moment,” so stated the 
arresting robot. 

A series of mechanical lights raced across a screen exposed on the bipedal 
robot’s breast area. Suddenly the racing lights ceased. 

“Excellent,” spoke O942 to the disk operator, “the report made it through 
without a hitch.” 

“We’re on our way immediately,” replied the driver. 

0942 stepped backward as a solid hatch door materialized instantaneously in 
the exposed area, to the right of the operator. From the surface of Onfein this 


sparkling craft seemed to hover for three seconds, then vanish as it proceeded 


through a worn hole corridor into the third planetary realm, where the 
containment facility was located. 

As the female clique hurriedly made their way down the street, glancing 
backward toward the spot where Moldolph was arrested, the lower ranking 
female accomplice suddenly paused in a momentary reflection. 

“Indeed I have heard of a war hero from Elbear who was kidnapped from 
Onfein, I think. I also heard he originated from a wealthy family here on Onfein. 
Somehow we all must strive to have him released. This mess he has found 
himself locked up into, really is some serious business. 

“Indeed there has been an extended era of peace between Elbear and Onfein. 
Both they and us have benefited and profited from the events of our time. Should 
we allow this containment to go unchallenged, this horrible situation could 
reignite a new state of planetary warfare.” 

Teasag, the tall one who always walked to the left of the princess, suddenly 
spoke in return to the concern of this female. 

“The God Of All Gods,, Jainko Gorina, did curse the planets of Onfein and 
Elbear, causing them to remain as rivals until the time of interplanetary 
jubilation, when we all shall be led back into our long lost great Age Of Serenity, 
with all being restored back into our original ante-mutated contingency. In that 
day, the power of the elements on Onfein to stand in opposition to us, shall be 
lifted. No more will the forces of mutation consume our immaculate state of 
living and intellectual being. We all shall then dwell in an indefinite Elysium 


federation of his boundless creation.” 


“Well, in the mean time we must make our way back into the palace chamber 
of King Thorvaldius . It will take his interference in this incarceration for the 
personnel at the containment facility to release the inmate. This individual will 
also need escort back into our present dimension. Us accomplishing this end is a 
matter of planetary interest and security. We must move along quickly,” replied 
the elder wise one, Aoife. 

Hurriedly the group of females raced along the street, rounding into a 
secluded corner where they intended to summons their own roketcyclus. As the 
group paused, six legionnaires confronted them on either side before they could 
make the call. These legionaries were donned in suits of titanium. All of them 
brandished a Jinpin and an I/dstang, a six foot long shaft emitting a bolt of solar 
flares from either end. This flare could cut through any material known, just as 
that emitting from the linpin can. The commander slid back his face visor, 
revealing an individual person with dark, somewhat fuzzy hair, and a disturbing 
complexion bearing the tint of decadence. His appearance and demeanor was 
one of being hard, ruthless, inflexible, and utterly merciless. 

“Halt now, or suffer total destruction. We have arrived here in the name of, 
Jainko Gorina, God Of All Gods, and Ozzymoddor, great king of Elbear and her 
many conquered extensions. We have already heard that a mighty one of our own 
was taken into Onfeinian custody. Thus, now we are returning the favor.” 

One of the legionaries abruptly sized the screaming princess, pulling her 
backward to his side, then placing a set of silver metallic shackles upon her 


wrists. 


“To Elbear, and the bed chamber of Ozzymoddor, the great and powerful one. 
Let the entire galactic universe know on this very day that the beautiful Emolote’ 
of Onfein, now stands underneath the indefinite custody of Elbear.” 

“Get your filthy stained metal, and your putrid claws off my person!,” the 
princess screamed at the height of her lungs as she wretched backwards in vain. 
“IT command you! You can’t do this!,” she began to weep as she screamed. 

Instantly a roketcyclus appeared, upon which the two legionnaires sat, with 
the shackled princess firmly positioned between them. As the enraged, 
disgusted, crying princess continued to protest her seizure with more piercing 
screams, the roketcyclus hovered, turned, then vanished into an interstellar 
worm hole. From somewhere unbeknownst to the others from the entourage 
remaining, two more roketcyclus appeared, and the remaining legionnaires 
boarded; then the vehicles hovered, turning only to vanish into what appeared as 
being the same worm hole. The frightened and astonished females of the royal 
entourage could only pause and gasp, as they beheld the remarkably brisk 
unfolding events before them. 


Book Seven 


The Call To Arms 


The remaining members of the royal entourage zoomed forward on their own 
dual roketcyclus. The worm hole located on the sky quadrant 27, east-west grid 
line, would transport themselves back into the court of Thorvaldr at a rate when 
time conservation was the primary consideration of the day. Every driver was 
well schooled in the knowledge needed to effectively navigate the skies before 


receiving any form of operators license. The royal family was no exception in this 


rule, since a need for bearing such knowledge among royalty was correctly 
anticipated, only to be continuously verified by manifested fact over the 
interstellar eons. 

This identical level of deductive anticipation also interceded in a number of 
elitist concerns. In the general society of Onfein, traditionally the royal court and 
the sacred priesthood were wholly united. Positions were inherited, based on the 
son or daughter, of he or she who most effectively ruled in the past. The entire 
chamber court was called upon to debate these types of issues, based on a 
closely scrutinized set of objectively recorded facts regarding details of a 
person’s service as King or High Priest in the temple dedicated so long ago, via 
lavish gifts of gold, plutonium, and the precious ethereal stone in deep clear 
sapphire hue called Abnu Istu An; by the galactic masses to the glory of supreme 
God, Jainko Gorina, Lord Of The Universal Realm. 

Contrary to popular opinion in later ages, neither the priesthood nor the royal 
family in company with their associates, eschewed labor. In numerous instances 
certain forms of labor were construed as being part of a divine duty system and a 
blessing to engage in. This deduction was derived, since all beings of lower 
status were completely forbidden to cross any threshold into the central complex 
of the holy temple, or into the royal palace. These exclusions also included 
mechanized machinery. 

All of these rigid social categorizations originated as a direct result of genetic 
mutation, since while these beings existed in their original ante-mutated state, 
all were construed as being members of the royalty ruling Onfein. By the day of 


Moldolph, only those who remained in closest standing to the original ante- 


mutated species population were allowed to inherit the throne, or a position by 
the altar of priesthood. A rigid cast system insured where such separations 
would endure, although in the terminology of the time, unfortunately the 
Danaan were part of a gradually fading species. With more frightening frequency 
these mutant subspecies, who morphed at varying incremental stages, were by 
far and away the most dominant demographic of Onfein. The prevailing situation 
was where many of these subspecies commenced to coordinate with their mutant 
cousins on faraway Elbear. 

Since it was out of the question for any mutant subspecies to even aspire at 
working in royal company or inside the temple’s central court, both the 
priesthood and royalty were called upon by prevailing circumstance to handle 
their own personal duties. At the top of the list stood the Anbar Wardum. 

This specific labor classification of Anbar Wardum was inclusive in a 
multiplicity of ranges. The list of inclusions were those who labor in metals, 
stone, wood, diamond, gold, and silver. The other laborers were those whose 
duties were of lower importance, such as floor sweepers, custodians, cooks, 
chambermaids, etc. Yet all individuals were required to pull a duty shift, 
regardless of ranking, outside the chief priesthood and he who stood in the 
ultimate position of high priest. 

After a nine year period, performance of the reigning high priest was 
evaluated by a carefully selected delegation. Should this delegation deem the 
performance of this high priest as standing in a status of absolute perfection, he 
would consequently inherit another nine year tenure. If he was deductively 


determined as standing in a status less than absolute perfection, then his fate 


would be one of a public sacrificial execution. His name, however, would go 
down as an ultimate hero in the ancient Book Of Immortality. 

When the remaining members of this entourage returned, they were well 
schooled in abilities to navigate the system and care for themselves. By the time 
this group rounded the corners in the corridor hallways of the royal palace, they 
somewhat calmed in a way appearing casual to the observer. King Throvaldr 
relaxed backward into his emerald throne, consuming the divine nectar from a 
chalice of gold as the females appeared one by one before him. He drew a 
sudden breath of astonishment as he drank heartily. 

“Its about time. Where have you been, my dear children? At play? At study, as 
you should have been?,” he roared with a slight air of sarcasm and arrogance. 

No direct reply came from the group of five before him. 

“While my eyes perceive no justification for undue concern here, my 
perceptive intuition indicates otherwise. So please tell me, what way off in the 
gloomy abyss is at stake here?” 

The five glanced back and forth among themselves, then over toward the king. 

The wise one who was also eldest, suddenly spoke up. 

“Oh good King, your intuition must be infallible. There is great reason for a 
heavy concern here.” 

“Yes, we are awaiting your information,” interrupted the king after a slight 
pause. 

“Moldolph, the self-proclaimed warrior chieftain from Elbear has been 
arrested, and transported into the containment facility situated somewhere 


inside the third planetary realm.” 


The king suddenly appeared startled, then eased backward, taking another 
heavy drought from the golden chalice in his left hand. 

“Oh? Is that much so?,” asked the King, feigning apathy. 

“Well there is much more,” stated Teasag. “This individual, Moldolph, as I 
think he referred to himself, claims to be a primary military chieftain from 
Elbear, who has delivered multitudes of legionaries into our midst.” 

The king abruptly sat up firmly in his throne. 

“There is a mercantile entourage hailing from Elbear. While we have no use 
for the individual Ziminoa here on Onfein, we have no problem swapping him our 
least valuable products, for every item he values most of all. As to this war 
chieftain, Iam not sure. You say he calls himself, Moldolph?” 

“That name, I thought I heard called out,” replied Teasag. 

“Yes, alright., so let it be,” replied the king as he began to relax backward 
into his throne again. He suddenly broke a smooth smile. 

“This male individual claims to have originated here on Onfein, among the 
gilded family of Star Chief. Have you ever heard of such, sire?,” replied Teasag. 

“This matter is of great urgency. I call for an immediate investigation on the 
family of Star Chief!,” roared the king with new vigor. 

Instantly a flying insect like robot appeared in mid air beside the king. He 
spoke with a high pitched computer generated monotone. 

“Ask me any question, and the answer shall be forthcoming.” 
“Do you retain information on the gilded family, Star Chief?,” asked the king 


to the flying computer. 


A series of lights ran across a screen in the body torso of the flying robot. 
The multicolored lights suddenly paused. 

“The Star Chief family is very ancient. It dates some twelve thousand solar 
eons backwards, to the great Age Of Serenity here on Onfein. They once stood 
inside the royal family, but were demoted down due to a series of unforgivable 
misjudgments while in their leadership capacity. However, their level of wealth 
and influence still stands on par with that of any aristocratic family present, 
sire.” 

“Is there record of any son who somehow was transported back to Elbear, 
but is now a military hero , if not the supreme military chieftain?,” asked the king 
while in diligent meditation on this body of information. 

A series of multicolored lights raced across the torso of this flying computer, 
then abruptly paused. 

“My indicators in that question, sire, are that yes, one referred to as 
Moldolph, was kidnapped by traders here from Elbear, while still yet in his 
youth. He was a student then, highly gifted in the arts of mathematics, logistical 
analysis, and strategy. He was transported to Elbear, then compelled to labor in 
the elemental metal and galactic gem mines. While there, his superior powers of 
deduction were observed. 

“Later he was ordered to battle in the sporting arenas, where he seems to have 
always been victorious, with little injury. In time, he was placed in various 
leadership roles over complete military squadrons, first for public sport, then in 
the name of ligament military command. He distinguished himself in a number of 


territorial engagements, where he was always victorious unconditionally.” 


“Where is he to be found now?,” asked the king, sitting up anxiously in his 
throne. 

Another series of multicolored lights raced across the flying computer’s 
torso. 

“Where is he to be found at this very moment in time?,” again asked the king 
as he took another long drought from his chalice. 

The lights continually raced, pausing abruptly. 

“He was head of a relatively large trading company. Their intentions were 
benevolent, only business in nature, I give you my humble assurance. While he 
was out with your daughter, Emolote’, the robot then on patrol, 0942, 
approached the group, in which your daughter was part of, then arrested 
Moldolph for failing to hold proper identification papers. When this rule is in 
violation, incarceration is always forthcoming, sire, with no exceptions made, 
unless you command it to be so. Only you possess such a level of authority to 
override android judgment.” 

“Hmm,” spoke the king as he glanced over at the females, “speaking of my 
daughter, where is she?” 

The lights raced across the flying computer’s torso, then paused. 

“T have no record of her whereabouts that has been delivered, as of yet, sire.” 

The king’s eyes widened suddenly. 

“Where is she, Teasag? Do you know anything?,” inquired the now nervous 
king, to the eldest female. 

“Yes, I do know. Some five or more legionaries claiming to hail from Elbear, 


cornered us while walking on the street. They threatened all of us, then moved in 


to arrest Emolote’. They state just before exiting away with her that they were 
transporting her into the very bed chamber of Ozzymoddor himself, in the name 
of supreme God, Jainko Gorina .” 

The king suddenly fell into pieces, screaming in a series of distraught rages, 
then finally calming to inquire. 

“How could it be verified that these beings were from Elbear?” 

“One removed his face visor, revealing a complexion of degeneration, and the 
putrid air surrounding him that comes with it. His bones were larger than the 
Danaan, more reminiscent of the wild brutish Levenwolves than the petite 
intellectual frame of a Danaan. These observations all seem to verify where they 
were from the subspecies, Ziminoa.” 

“This is it!,” roared the king in a maniac rage, “celestial guards! Celestial 
guards! Appear before the throne for duty immediately!” 

Instantly thirty boots were heard slapping the corridor, as the beings stood in 
unblemished formation before the king’s throne. All stood rigid and gave their 
honorable salute. The king then turned toward the chief android security person, 
utterly screaming with rage. 

“Could you lead these forces to the containment facility located in the third 
planetary dimension?” 

“Not a problem,” spoke the flying computer as it hovered. 

“T want this Modolph individual released, on the grounds that he will lead our 
forces in pursuit of these terrible villains who have seized up my gentle 
daughter,” he wept. “All I desire most of all is my dearest Emolote’ returned 


back into the safety and comfort of her own home. If this Moldolf is successful in 


returning her, full planetary citizenship shall be granted, including a salary on 
par with that of aristocracy. If these entities on Elbear do not produce my 
daughter inside of nine days, then all out holy war is hereby declared, on the 
grounds that Onfein was unduly assaulted out of shear raw aggression! Are these 
orders held into absolute comprehension?” 


“As you have so commanded,” spoke the central lieutenant in formation. 


Book Eight 


Liberty For The Incarcerated 


The flying insect like robot continued to hover near the king, following him 
along as he flitted about here and there in the chamber. It then glanced over 
toward the thirty member combative patrol entering the room, saying. 

“Right this way, defense personnel. We’ll enter the third planetary realm and 
request that Moldolph be released. I have the proper documents with signatures 
already stored away in my memory for instant print out when we arrive. All of 
this was accomplished at the king’s verbal command.” 

The right center of the guard patrol then stepped forward from the 
formation, turning toward the others. 

“We have our orders, which are to seek out the princess position, accompany 
the release effort, then proceed onward toward Elbear with our new 
commander.” 

“Commander so soon, sir, when he hasn’t even been addressed to see if he is 
willing to lead?,” inquired the flank guard. 

“The buzz bird has already contacted him via electronic telepathy. He will 


lead, that much has been finalized. The signal barrier against telepathy luckily 


wasn’t installed, although the order for installation had been given some time 
ago. Obviously there was no follow up to accompany the delivered order,” replied 
the right center. 

The hum of quickly moving wings was suddenly perceived in the air about. The 
flying computer referred to as the buzz bird suddenly appeared. 

“T overheard the conversation and couldn’t help but appear to give reply. 
Moldolph, who is incarcerated, yet soon to be released, originates from on this 
planet. He is a member of the talented and much gilded Star Chief family. 
Besides all of that, I am fully aware that there exists at least a measure of 
affection for the princess, Emolote’. He doesn’t know that I am aware of this fact, 
but the truth may be deduced from his mannerism and his body movement when 
in her company, and the vivid transformation in his person when he is not. He is 
not yet aware that the princess has been abducted. My calculated prediction is 
where his emotions shall overtake his best efforts to resist. If the princess is not 
released upon his request, he will become more anxious for war than the king 
Shall be to officially declare it.” 

“The time has arrived, then,” spoke the center guard, “onward toward the 
third planetary dimension.” 

Fifteen raketcyclus appeared in their midst, with two beings seated upon each 
one. The buzz bird lead the fore, glancing toward them as he spoke. 

“Onward toward the worm hole number 19, on the forth parallel in latitude 
blue. Take care to steer clear of the powdered asteroid belt. As a direct result of 
an asteroid crash in antiquity, the resulting explosion propels fine fragments on a 


perpetual projection, like old time bullets fired from an ancient rifle.” 


The buzz bird turned, then seemingly vanished into thin air. The fifteen 
roketcyclus soon pulled out behind him. When they turned ,the sensation was 
one of being swallowed up by a passageway filled with brilliant golden light, with 
ridges inside where they appeared to be passing underneath at a high, ever 
increasing rate of speed. The tunnel turned sharply to the left, then the right, it 
traveled up hill, then downhill, jerking back to the left, then again suddenly to 
the right. Seemingly, as quickly as light, they appeared at the front gate of the 
incarceration complex. 

As the group made their way toward the front gate, they tuned to far to the 
right, only to discover where their way was blocked by invisible walls. They 
walked backward to the left seven paces, then crashed into another invisible, yet 
solid wall. 

“Follow me,” spoke the buzz bird, “the retaining force field can’t be detected 
by the senses, except when one crashes into it, then every censor in the facility is 
on alert. Many eyes are upon us. All sound magnification devices are 
instantaneously on. Careful what you say, speak no alarming words, nor tell any 
secrets. Our only path is single file, and directly ahead toward the doors.” 

When the platoon and the buzz bird approached the massive block shaped 
structure with a raised flat top, the wall appeared solid. They paused at the end 
of what appeared beneath their feet as being a block path of some sort. A 
hologram materialized before them. A figure of a hardened uniformed guard 
began to speak in a commanding tone of voice. 

“Answer all proposed questions directly, please,” the figure commanded. “In 


whose name do you approach?” 


“King Throvaldr himself, of course,” replied the buzz bird. 

“What is your intent?,” further commanded the hologram figure. 

“We seek Moldolph.” replied the buzz bird. 

“Moldolph is incarcerated. Visitation has yet to be scheduled,” replied the 
hologram figure in an authoritative monotone. 

“Your commander has the issuance for contacting Moldolph from the king. 
Seek him out to discover the truth,” replied the buzz bird. 

The hologram paused for a few minutes, then replied in a more favorable tone 
of address. 

“The question has already been delivered to our high command, and the reply 
received. You may enter and visit with the one who you seek to find.” 

Suddenly a door appeared on the wall of the structure, which drew itself 
upward, exposing an entrance way. A uniformed solider stood to greet the 
entourage. His hardened face was canine-like, protruding from underneath a 
military styled helmet. 

“Walk this way, please. I can escort you into our visitation area. When we 
receive the proper set of commands, if the order is for prompt release, we shall 
notify you.” 

Down the hallway the group of thirty, the buzz bird, and the escort moved. 
Thirty yards from the central reception area was another bare plain block wall 
where the floor decoration abruptly paused, revealing a possibility for entering. 
A lift door appeared, then abruptly arose upward. The floor decoration continued 
forward, revealing an area with several cushioned sofas and seats. To the left in 


a seat sat Moldolph in shackles and chains. The entering escort took a 


nonobjective position against the wall behind the seat. The group entered the 
room, then took their seats near where Moldolph sat. 

“Did you summons me as a possible comrade, or my foe?” inquired Moldolph 
with a pleasant smile. 

The center commandant replied, 

“We all have our orders in place, as you will soon have your own.” 

“Me, orders? From who or whom, might I pleasantly inquire?,” asked 
Moldolph with a puzzled glare on his face. 

The buzz bird suddenly interjected; 

“There is a planetary emergency. Since your origins are from Onfein, the king 
himself has summons ed your kind assistance. He humbly apologizes for your 
pleasant inconvenience here.” 

Moldolph laughed to himself, and shakes his head. 

“Great, just what I needed right about now!” 

“Your guaranteed release should make you really happy, we should say, but 
there is so much more at stake here,” replied the buzz bird. 

“How much more could it be?,” asked Moldolph with an air of cheerful 
sarcasm. 

“The dear princess has been abducted. From all appearances, she has been 
taken into custody somewhere on Elbear. This business is a matter of planetary 
urgency, with a possibility of affecting the entire solar system. None of us knows 
Elbear better than you, with all of your accomplishment. You have been 


personally selected by the good King himself to lead our patrol.” 


“Outstanding!,” fired Moldolph, “but of course I am going to accept. If the 
princess has been abducted, then rescuing her shall be my personal pleasure, of 
course!” 

“We deductively determined that you would find little fault in our making 
such a request for assistance,” spoke the buzz bird. 

“But let first things be first. I have to get out of this place before I can assist in 
anything,” replied Moldolph with a pleasant smile. 

The row of multicolored lights began running across the breast of the buzz 
bird as he paused in midair by Moldolph’s shoulder. 

“T have sent King Thorvaldr the request for his final word of your release. He 
seems very pleased that you have accepted an offer to give assistance to this 
very urgent planetary cause,” spoke the buzz bird as he hovered. 

“Considering my situation, nobody may say that I really had any alternative 
choice in the matter, if you want my personal opinion on it. Since it was the 
princess, Emolote’, who has been so unjustly wronged, then certainly she must 
be in sore need of a hero.” 

“The hero knows he is a hero,” laughed the central command. 

The multicolored lights ran again over the breast of the buzz bird. The lights 
abruptly paused. 

“He is the hero in nine different inter-planetary battles, in fact.” 

“Allow the best brains to speak in my defense!,” snapped Moldolph. “In the 
meantime, please figure out how to get me out of here!” 

The multicolored lights ran across the breast of the buzz bird. 


“The chief jailer is on his way now,” replied the buzz bird. 


A hologram suddenly materializes in the room where the group stood. What 
appeared to be a sapphire troll with green eyes, wearing a magicians robe anda 
pointed hat suddenly materialized. The rather eccentric figure began to speak. 

“Good evening fellow citizens of Onfein. I am Zoogar, the chief commandant 
here. I possess the power to seize or grant liberty. Iam here to act on a personal 
order of the king himself. In the name of King Thorvaldr and the republic of 
Onfein, on this very moment today, freedom is yours, Moldolph from the family of 
Star Chief.” 

Suddenly the walls inside the facility all around the group appeared to flip in 
a cloud of gray mist. In a virtual instant Moldolph and his entourage stood on the 
outside of the containment facility. The general conclusive feeling was as if the 
entire experience was a mirage of some sort. Was it all only in their minds? 

“Wow!, what was that all about here?,” asked one of the troops. 

The central commander gazed kin the direction of the containment facility. 

“Lets all investigate this place and situation here.” 

The group walked over toward the building structure, then paused before the 
flat plain wall at the point where the entrance door was. Moldolph gazed with 
eager intensiveness at the wall. 

“Somehow when one closely investigates this place, he assumes the conclusion 
in perception of the sensation, that this place is only a figment of the 
imagination.” 

He lifts his right hand, moving it toward the wall. Instead of striking the wall, 
his right hand passes directly through it. He glances backward toward the others 


as he moves his arm back and forth through the wall. 


“What is the explanation for this bizarre phenomenon?” 

The row of multicolored lights raced again across the breast of the buzz bird, 
then paused. 

“The force is called power of conviction based on perception.” 

“What?,” snapped Moldolph. 

“That’s right,” replied the buzz bird, “when the mind is deceived into 
accepting what it perceives as a truth, it compels the body to act on that 
conviction. In other words here, the mind can be persuaded into concluding that 
it is contained, and it will act accordingly to accept its fate and survive the 
impending situation. Its one of the most powerful and effective means of 
incarceration, since those who believe what they are told, do so with an 
affirmative conviction that could never be persuaded otherwise. Not only is it 
more effective in a general sense, this false mirage of a prison here is far more 
effective at containment than what real walls and bars are.” 

“Its amazing how the mind can become persuaded to believe such falsehood,” 
replied Moldolph. “I could visualize military applications once the basic 
principles of utilization have been applied.” 

The multicolored lights across the buzz bird’s breast began to race. In minutes 
a disk shaped memetalerkan appeared. A door on the side closest to the group 
manifested, then began to lower, forming an entrance chute. The group walked 
inside with the buzz bird leading the way. 

“Even I am amazed at the transporting capacity of this vehicle. It can propel 
itself at more than twice the speed of sound, nearing a capacity of traveling at 


virtual light speed. Zipping along at such a rate would lend one into believing it 


would be very easy to get hurt. According to my mathematics, however, if we 
enter in latitude 81, on the eastern parallel, we should arrive at the entrance to 
worm hole 73xfn. This particular fairway should allow us to arrive in the 
atmosphere of Elbear in three days travel, Onfeinian time. Before landing, we 
shall orbit the planetary surface, taking note of any outstanding features, to 
include areas where military objectives might be realized on a later date, 
although I hope we are successful in our effort to secure the princess.” 

As he spoke the buzz bird assumed his position in the captain’s seat, since he 
was most qualified at flying the disk. The thirty legionnaires seated themselves in 
the rear of the disk, while Moldolph seated himself in the copilot’s seat behind 
the buzz bird. 

“T never knew that you could fly one of these things,” stated Moldolph. 

“To be honest about the matter, I can’t fly it, but I know how to instruct the 
ship’s computer system. The system largely flies itself, to include watching out 
for obstacles, repelling aggressors, and so forth,” replied the buzz bird. 

“And you actually trust the thing?,” asked Moldolph. 

“Oh certainly, this machine has been designed not only to propel us forward, 
but to maintain itself for an infinity. This piece of equipment will endure for all 
time forward,” the buzz bird assured. 

“Oh no, here we go with this again,” sighed Moldolph. 

“Well you are now released from incarceration,” reminded the high 
commander. 


“Yeah, I suppose that he deserves my good faith,” Moldolph sighed again. 


The engine of the disk suddenly lit up. The multicolored lights rotated, while 
the vehicle bounced with a burst of abrupt energy. A humming sound suddenly 
rang through out the interior of the ship. In an instant it moved through the 
atmosphere of Onfein, and into the upper atmosphere, then finally into the void 
of space itself. 

Beads of light zipped passed the cockpit window. They moved toward huge 
tumbling asteroids, and meteors, then suddenly snapped to the left, the right, 
dipped downward, or pulled upward to avert the destructive obstacle. Some of 
the these orbital masses were huge, being planets unto themselves. On one they 
passed over extremely vast areas, with large towering plants. Deep caverns lay 
on the opposite side of these natural structures, on which large gatherings of 
other unnatural vehicles were positioned on a hidden plateau. When these forces 
from Onfein zipped over the canyon, individual vehicles seemed to enjoy taking 
shots with solar flare bolts, toward them. 

“Who are they?,” asked Moldolph. 

“Certainly not our friends,” replied the high commander. 

Lights raced across the buzz bird’s breast, then paused. 

“These entities are space pirates who roam throughout the galactic realm, 
preying on those who have no escort. We have obviously discovered one of their 
lairs. They may determine to attempt at eliminating us, since we have acquired 
this covert knowledge. All of my indicators are on. I see no sign of any approach, 
but for assurance I shall activate our indestructible shield of invisibility.” 

The disk suddenly dipped, then jerked to the left side. Through the window of 


the cock-pit, a huge machine appearing as a mechanical bird of prey, moved 


through the bleak void beside them. It shot a series of large fire balls in their 
direction. The disk returned fire with streak of purple flame, never letting up 
until the ship eventually exploded into flame. 

“That’s one less competitor or potential predator we have to concern ourselves 
with,” announced the buzz bird. 

The disk shaped sky ship continued to zip through asteroid belts and clouds of 
space dust. The computer system appeared infallible at guiding the ship through 
these areas of distorted vision, being able to distinguish concealed solid objects 
from dust and mist, then navigate the sky ship around these obstacles in a mere 
instant. The ship could jump rolling asteroid mountains, or dip beneath them 
with as much talented agility. 

The mechanical intelligence also identified the location of worm holes and 
veiled hologram portals. In an instant it would turn to dodge some space pirate 
or roving minion from a hostile galaxy, vanishing from the dimension in which 
the specific threat existed. After three solid Onfeinian days, the disk shaped sky 
ship finally entered the solar system dimension in which the planet of Elbear 
existed. 

When the disk shaped sky ship, or Menetalerkan, as it is called in the heritage 
language of Onfein, entered the atmosphere of Elbear, the sky was of an 
unsettling dusty rouge in tint. The landscape was of an unknown type giant 
brush scrub, and towering fern like plants. Most of the planet had yet to be 
developed, but the areas that did appear as being built up, appearing in basic 
resemblance to that of Onfein; yet very aged and unmaintained, instead of a 


brilliance glittering from the general Onfeinina metropolis. 


The multicolored lights raced again across the breast of the buzz bird, 
pausing in an instant. His computer generated voice commenced to speak. 

“The landscape of Elbear has long been raped of its most valuable resources. 
The ancient prince of Onfein negotiated trade agreements, where gold, titanium, 
Onyx, and Germanium was lent out to the government of Elbear for economic 
development. The return was the same value plus thirty percent being harvested 
from the surface of Elbear. The more Elbear appeared to prosper, the more the 
planet fell behind in its effort. That being said, however, most funds were applied 
to its astonishing military increase. Because of these realities, the planet sought 
to conquer more planetary realms in a perpetual effort to extort more valuable 
products. For the time being, the planet actually may be somewhat ahead of its 
own impending demise.” 

Moldolph chuckled underneath his own breath. 
“If Elbear would perish and fade away into the eternal void, then what would it 
matter to any of us, or the planet of Onfein?” 

The buzz bird didn’t give an immediate response to Moldolph’s proposed 
question. Its attention was directed toward the window and the passing scene 
surrounding them. Every now and again the planetary terrain would suddenly 
expose an armed all-terrain vehicle, which would fire a purple light bolt at them, 
one of the hottest and deepest penetrating. Had this shot managed to make a 
direct strike, the engine propellant system would have exploded on impact. 
Luckily out of more than seven casual shots, not one made any sort of hit, thanks 


to the computer system and the general superiority of Onfeinian craftsmanship. 


When the situation leveled off, the buzz bird finally made reply to the proposed 
question of Moldolph. 

“To be frank in regard to your proposed question, Moldolph, Onfein has reaped 
a fabulous fortune from the planet, Elbear, in what is paramount to a feigned 
motion of assistance, where the true intent was to destroy the society and the 
planet itself. Once a leader seals the agreement, receives the funds, then the 
population and the planetary realm itself is on the hook for payment.” 

“Why would any planetary leader make such an agreement? ,” fired Moldolph. 

“Planetary leaders make such agreements for a number of reasons due to the 
general corruption directly associated with genetic mutation,” replied the buzz 
bird. “Vain pride results from a genetic mutation manifesting in a lack of 
reasoning ability, as does greed. Vain pride causes planetary leaders to make 
promises to its citizens they know are impossible to keep. These leaders do this 
in an appeal to the citizens fantastic conviction that resources and prosperity can 
manifest from nothingness. Since planetary leaders only hold office for a finite 
period of time, all they concern themselves with are the ages in which they hold 
the throne of leadership. When consequences for these agreements finally 
emerge to affect the planetary society at large, another individual holds the 
cherished throne. Eventually the individual citizens alone shall be compelled by 
their own, soon to be tyrannical government, to provide the labor for extraction 
of these much coveted resources at price plus interest; thus in such a manner 
shall Elbear become enslaved to Onfein, their ancient rival and eternal enemy. 

“So tell us wee ones, oh thou wise buzz bird, why Elbear and all planets don’t 


simply allow you and your kind to make their decisions for them; since you are 


not in possession of any life flow, do not crave neither food nor vice, so therefore 
are not prone to genetic mutation?,” sneered Moldolf in sarcasm. 

The buzz bird did not make direct reply, but only remained steadfastly 
attentive to the scenery all around the sky ship as it dipped into a metropolis 
surface to trade shots with more casual attackers, who obviously sensed a threat 
potential in the presence of their vehicle. As the disk slowed he abruptly gave 
reply. 

“The system becomes increasingly reliant on our presence and task 
performance. The citizens become as much imbecilic. Indeed, leadership roles 
may well transfer. Intelligent mechanization does indeed possess a subjective 
threat possibility, however, I must inform.” 

“Wow, that is such a surprise! We never hear of such,” replied Moldolph. 

“There are diabolic beings found in the eighth dimension, with origins in the 
distant galactic sub-realms. To be specific in the question, these beings are 
personal agents of Infernuko Erregina, queen of all that is negative. Their 
numbers are beyond the ability to calculate or approximate. All mechanical 
intelligence is subject to possession by these invisible forces from the eighth 
dimension. Thus, what appears as being controllable and benevolent, can 
gradually assume the ability to forcefully manipulate, 
becoming equally diabolical in its motivations and goals. Until a means of 
providing a check on this possibility is discovered, handing authority over to any 
mechanized intelligence system, should be frowned upon by concerned 


authorities.” 


The seemingly narrow streets of the capitol city zipped by like a continuous 
blur, as the disk shaped sky ship zoomed on down toward the central palace 
area. This palace area would be where King Ozzymoddor would be found. Soon 
the fast moving ship came to an almost abrupt halt in its flight. The release 
springs of the support stands were heard as they eased outward, then locked into 
place. The touch down in the direct ascent was felt. 

“Here we are as we stand before the palace of Ozzymoddor himself. He 
knows where princess Emolotte’ is. He is the one fully responsible for her 
disappearance, more so than any other individual on this entire planet,” said the 
buzz bird in his computer generated voice. 

The thirty two bipedal beings exited the sky ship, standing before the 
gargantuan Bastille walls of the palace complex. At present this wall appeared as 
being solid, with no doors apparent. As they walked closer a hologram 
materialized before them as they stood. The hologram possessed the rigid form 
of uniformed security officer. 

“What is your business?,” the hologram form asked to Moldolph. 

“We wish to visit King Ozymoddor.” Moldolph replied. 

“What is your place of origin?,” asked the hologram form. 

“The king knows me personally. Iam from Elbear here,” replied Moldolph. 

“Who are you, then?,” inquired the hologram form. 

“Tam Moldolph, The Magnificent One,” Modolph replied. 

“T shall make request to the king for your presence, then return with his 
reply. Remain in your positions. How many of you are in your troop?,” inquired 


the hologram form. 


“There stands thirty two of us, ready to serve all positive forces,” replied 
Moldolph. 

“Very well, the entrance portal will soon materialize, should permission to 
enter be granted. Remain in your positions until an answer is given. Should this 
permission not be granted, then you shall be commanded to exit the planetary 
realm of Elbear immediately.” 

“No problem there with that,” replied Moldolph. 

The group of thirty two paused before the central portion of the great wall. A 
flow of what appeared to be steaming, if not highly acidic ma’an a league wide, 
ran the full length of the wall. Inside this liquid swam creatures with reptilian 
heads, the torso of a humanoid, and the feet of frogs. Their eyes broke the 
surface of the liquid as the troupe of thirty two souls awaited their turn to walk 
across the great perilous moat. Lights suddenly raced across the breast of the 
buzz bird, then paused abruptly. 

“What flows before us is not ma’an, on the contrary, but a highly acidic 
movement of liquid metallic hydrogen. This metallic flow is a great conductor of 
electricity. Thus the ring of liquid is also an unseen circle of highly charged 
electricity. These ferocious subspecies with the reptilian heads, created by the 
forces of genetic mutation, are called Sobek. Their source of origin, believe it or 
not, lies with the Danaan, from distant antiquity.” 

“You are kidding me!,” slurred Moldolph, “that ugly brute descended from the 
beautiful Danaan?” 


“T am afraid the truth is so,” spoke the buzz bird. 


The buzz bird transformed his eyes into telescopic lenses by moving them 
outward like spy glasses. 

“That empty center area on the Bastille wall should appear soon, then the draw 
bridge shall slowly move into place across this great moat before us. The sulfuric 
vapor arising from the liquid in the mote is nearly too much for my transmitters 
to tolerate, I must say. I can only imagine the foul excruciating odors that assault 
the olfactory senses of your kind,” spoke the buss bird as he moved along in mid 
air before the group of thirty two. 

In an instant the draw bridge appeared on the horizon raised above the 
Bastille, then gradually lowered into position almost in complete silence, and 
with a gentile placement of orchestrated perfection. 

“T take it that we are being welcomed inside,” spoke the chief commandant 
through his suit of space armor, protecting him from the assault of solar 
radiation and the light beams from various inter-galactic weapons. 

“Let us make our way across. Who knows what new adventures and thrills shall 
lie ahead in anticipation of our presence,” said the second in command who 
seldom spoke a single word. 

The troop made their way across the drawbridge very cautiously. At various 
points along the way, bizarre ferocious guards stood on watch as they paraded 
on passed. One was a shaped as a winged lizard of the type who patrols the skies 
in search of pray. This ferocious being was called a Ropen, two of which stood on 
guard as the troop passed between them. There were others that stood 
motionless, some holding linpins or an Ildstang to secure their entrusted 


authority, and to add to their imposing position. 


One entity was called Anubis, with a canine head and a humanoid body. He 
could carry a variety of weaponry, or engage a fighting style. He could also speak 
in a variety of languages from multiple solar systems. Surprisingly, he could also 
breed with the Danaan, the Ziminoa, or even the subspecies, Bugbear; which he 
frequently did when the opportunity presented itself. One characteristic of 
genetic mutation is an inability to forbear on the biological urge to breed. 
Therefore the action preceding procreation occurs when the opportunity 
presents itself, regardless of the species at hand facilitating it. The offspring 
might posses a canine head, a robust humanoid torso, and a long tail of the 
Narrapazu. His intelligence level might range from keen wit, down to total 
imbecile, as are most of the a third of the Narapazu and virtually all of the 
Bugbear, although some exceptions do exist. 

There were many more bizarre guarding entities that the troop walked passed. 
The names and descriptions of these entities ranged as such; Khnum, who had a 
bovine head with curling horns, and a humanoid body. He possessed a voracious 
apatite for breeding, especially with the Ziminoa, but more often than not, with 
the Bugbear. Its appetite for flesh and the life flow was as great. 

There was the Seteka, with a humanoid body and an unknown canine type 
head. His propensity for violence was insatiable. His breeding appendage was 
unusually large and well formed, often courted by the Narapazu for engaging in 
public breeding displays with the Bugbear; a feature born from tendencies 
withheld from by the ante-mutated Danaan. Yet when the gene granting the 


intellectual capacity for withholding was finally mutated, the capacity to do so 


was removed. As the troop ambled along, the lights on the breast of the buzz bird 
commenced to roll. 

“All of these subspecies originated with the Danaan. The forces of genetic 
mutation removed the barriers preventing repression of the desire to breed, then 
those individuals so affected cross bred with a number of fringe intergalactic 
beings. Often these beings hailed from faraway planets of distant solar realms. 

“Light often behaves and appears as a solid entity. This bridge we are 
presently walking upon, is only a solid manifestation of light from multiple 
colored areas inside the general spectrum of the light itself,” the buzz bird 
informed them. 

“How can this be?,” gasped Moldolph. “You mean, this structure that I feel 
beneath my feet is not solid? That in an instant, could vanish, leaving me to 
plunge into the acidic abyss beneath us?” 

“You are so correct, good warrior,” replied the Buzz Bird. “ All that you behold 
before you, and underneath you, is only a mirage of light in its most translucent 
form.” 

Soon the massive Bastille wall consumed the platoon. As they entered inside, a 
hologram appeared before them. This time the pictogram was of an elderly 
individual with a long gray beard, shoulder length hair, and a face the color of a 
dirty planetary moon. The parts of his face that were visible, were pock marked, 
with his rather large wart covered nose hooking over his upper lip. His teeth 
were staggered in general appearance, being various hues of white, brown, and 


black. 


He appeared to stand some seven feet tall, wearing a blue pointed hat anda 
robe decorated with strange figures, in direct resemblance to some type of 
unknown hieroglyphics. When he spoke his voice seemed as a heavy whisper of 
wind, bearing a propensity for extreme terror and violence. 

“Taam Ozzymoddor, the great and powerful almighty. I am conqueror of the 
winds, tamer of the wilds, and the intrepid fiend long prophesied to terrorize all 
universal mortals. You have entered into my personal abode. What be your 
business?” 

“Oh great and powerful king, have you forgotten me?,” asked Moldolph. 

“T never forget, but why would you be significant to me?,” asked the hologram. 

“T am the conqueror on behalf of Elbear, sire, surely you have recollection,” 
stated Moldolph. 

“Conqueror on behalf of Elbear?,” so stated the hologram, “hoome-scottle!” 

“Have you not forgotten our great war with the Vidarbbha? Investigate who 
the anointed Grand Master was leading the victory brigade! Have you likewise 
researched the terrible seven year war with the Ayodhya? It was I who lead the 
final liberating charge, securing the honor of Elbear for all time to come! I also 
negotiated the era of gilded peace, where Elbear garnished levels of wealth 
untold from tribute paid in by the entire citizen base of the six and seventh solar 
system. We were on the most enduring era of peace, trade, and prosperity in our 
negotiations with planet Onfein, but then that horrible humiliating atrocity 
occurred,” spoke Moldolph to King Ozzymoddor in direct faith. “My only question 


in regard to the matter is why, when all was clicking along so well? I could have 


remained prideful in my heritage with Elbear, but why destroy a such fine 
engagement, when all was going along so perfectly well?” 

“What horrible atrocity are you referring to, oh young deceitful one? The years 
may fall upon me, but the mind still holds,” asked the hologram. 

“What horrible atrocity, asks you? That question makes as much logic as me 
asking you, if indeed, you are truly the omniscient king that you hold yourself out 
to be,” fired off Moldolph, in a heating rage born from his youth. 

“My, I should say, nothing occurs here on Elbear without my approval,” spoke 
he hologram. “ Indeed, and I shall ask the question only one more time; what is 
it that you give reference to?” 

“T should say outright here, the princess, daughter of King Thorvaldr, 
Emolote’, has been kidnapped by agents from Elbear,” spoke Moldolph in serious 
tone. “ She is being held somewhere inside this planetary realm. The super 
artificial intelligence androids have stored the chemical combinations in her very 
life source, her natural scent glands, her perspiration. These chemicals leave a 
faint trail that can be followed even through space itself, when the detection 
devices are of such a keen nature to do so. Forbear on any intention to deceive, 
sire. I only speak the truth. Return her now into her proper estate , or endure the 
forthcoming consequences for withholding.” 

“Certainly here, I should say!,” replied the hologram of Ozzymoddor. “For one 
who is a mighty son of Elbear, you certainly speak with inflexible words and a 
harsh tone.” 

“The matter is of an utmost seriousness, “replied Moldolph. “The consequences 


brought down upon Elbear for refusing to comply would not be pleasant.” 


“Well now, there is only one small compromising situation in regard to this 
matter,” so stated Ozzymoddor. 

“What specifically is that?,” sighed Moldolph. 

“T have no idea about this princess in regard to her whereabouts, why she was 
taken, nor who holds her. I do not doubt, however, that she was taken just as you 
say, but how do you know she was taken by any being from Elbear, let alone that 
her position is here, on this planetary surface?,” asked the King. “Show me 
where she is and I will gladly return her, if in fact, she may be located here, 
inside this realm.” 

“Oh King?,” asked Moldolph. 

“T am still at your service,” replied the King. 

“Now is not the time for games. Please return the princess, immediately,” 
informed Moldolph, “for the good of Elbear and the citizens thereon.” 

“T never said that I wouldn’t return her. You are only required to show me 
where I might find her, and I will order her retrieved and delivered to Onfein 
immediately,” replied the King. 

“Its imperative that she be returned to the soil of Onfein in eight more days 
from this one, if not even sooner,” spouted the Moldolph. 

“T should say there, one sure appears to command the events surrounding him. 
As I clearly intimated a few moments prior in our conversation, first one must 
find her, if he desires her return. She will then be delivered back onto the sands 
of Onfein, but never until then. One will succeed in the task established before 
him, if he truly adores his princess and his own kingdom, as he says,” quoth the 


broadly smiling King. 


“Very well, so as it is,” replied Moldolph with a long deflating smile. “We shall 
be on our way. Buzz bird do you recall our super sniffer?” 

“That I do, sir,” snapped the buzz bird. 

“Has he not been put on patrol already?,” asked Modolph. 

“Indeed he has, sir, he has,” replied the buzz bird. 

“Has he identified any specific location for the princess?,” Moldolph inquired. 
“If he has, then the king here must be promptly informed.” 

The multicolored lights raced across the buzz bird’s breast, then abruptly 
paused. 

“T have sent a word to robot patrol N3RD. Indeed, a clearly defined chemical 
trail has been located. He has been on an entire planetary orbit around the 
sphere of Elbear. He has came to pause in the barren, sandy province of Belile. 
The scent is stronger here, with an increasing quantity. The AI system of the 
robot has matched the scent perfectly with the natural chemical combinations 
found in the body of the princess. She still breathes and is alive, giving off a 
clearly detectable vapor in her breath and from the pores of her golden moon 
colored skin.” 

“What is the exact position of N3RD,” demanded Moldolph. 

“His exact present position is latitude thirty degrees west, by longitude 35.7 
north, on the twelfth meridian,” replied the buzz bird. 

“Has he located anything out of context, as of yet?,” asked Moldolph. 

“He has came to pause near the rim of a gaping natural corridor, or 


catacomb, descending downward into the ground deeply, then winding out of 


sight. He has his sound magnification devices turned on, saying that he has 
picked up the princess’s breathing and her voice,” spoke the buzz bird. 

“So your majesty, as you may notice, the princess has been discovered. 
Indeed she lives down in the soil of Elbear. When are you planning to retrieve 
her, and return her to her rightful home?,” asked Moldolph. 

“Wait a minute here!,” roared King Ozzymoddor, “How may I be certain that 
the princess is in there?” 

“Oh, indeed she is positioned therein, without any doubt,” firmly returned 
Moldolf. 

“T must have proper verification, anybody’s word is simply not efficient 
enough to motivate on my part in this matter,” replied the king. 

“Well, its like this..,” fired Moldolph, “you, your yourself, go inside and fetch 
the kind princess, or we certainly will. You are free to have it served up either 
way, oh king.” 

As he spoke the patrol of thirty one commenced to ready itself at attention. 

“Wait a minute! I haven’t given any kind of word for such a thing as allowing 
foreigners an opportunity to patrol the surface of Elbear completely unregulated. 
I will be the one to give the commands around here, when the time is right.” 

“Our patience is running thin in this matter. The eight days are winding down 
quickly, sir,” replied Moldolph to the King. 

“And what is going to happen when they wind out? Please tell me, the King of 
this planetary realm, specifically who is in the pickle?,” laughed the King. “Is it 


really I, myself, in your mind? Just tell me, who, for crying out loud here?” 


Moldolph and the thirty two quickly glanced around at one another. Ina 
hastened pace the small platoon began to make their way out of King 
Ozzymoddor’s Bastille lair. As they turned to pass through the exit portal, the 
wall before them suddenly solidified. None could pass through, stopping before 
the barrier as if it were a wall of solid stone, and they were only of mortal flesh 
and blood. King Ozzymoddor’s haunting laughter echoed on the air within. 

“What do you think, Buzz Bird?,” snapped Moldolph. “How might we find our 
way onto the outside?,” screamed the chief android commander through his face 
shield. 

“As I was saying when we entered across the drawbridge, this entire facility is 
constructed purely of reconditioned light. This mass could de- materialize, then 
manifest itself potentially inside any realm found within the entire galaxy,” 
informed the Buzz Bird. 

“What is our best chance for finding our way out, in spite of these obstacles 
thrown before us?,” asked the chief android commander. 

The Buzz Bird held his right limb up with the bottom pad facing the structure. 
He moved his limb in every direction. 

“While this structure consists of reconstituted light, nevertheless it remains 
solid until it is programmed to de- materialize. Therefore I can sense hollow 
passageways through any solid material, to include this matter.” 

The multicolored lights raced again across the screen on the Buzz Bird’s 
breast, until a fuzzy display appears, gradually materializing into a type of map. 

“Follow me promptly,” he said, “I think I know the way. Remain on the alert 


for potential danger.” 


The Buzz Bird doubled backward, then appeared to round a corner, where the 
door to an opening appeared, then abruptly raised. The entire troop 
unhesitatingly raced behind the Buzz Bird as he vanished inside. 

Seemingly they all found themselves moving briskly down a catacomb 
complex of some unknown type, which narrowed and widened at various points. 
Areas also arose, then fell into lower levels, unless the general sensation was a 
manufactured illusion of some sort intending to deceive. Soon they entered into 
an expansive chamber, appearing more as a sacred hidden oasis, or a divine 
temple, than some part of a Bastille complex interior. There was even a misty 
flow in resemblance to that of a river, surrounded by a multitude of bizarre fern, 
huge multicolored flowers, and bamboo type plants. The scent hung heavily in 
the air, and its effects were euphoric. 

“Which way do we go? Do you know Buzz Bird? Where must we go from here? 
I feel as if I have been traveling for days on end,” huffed Moldolph with an air of 
frustration and concern on his voice. 

“We must follow the stream,” spoke the Buzz Bird. 

“T anticipate that danger lies on the wait for us along the stream,” replied the 
chief commandant of the troop. 

“We'll all walk in scattered single file along the edge of this stream against the 
flow, some thirty meters out then. This way we can remain in good cover, 
hopefully spotting our adversaries before they do us,” commanded Moldolph. 

The group moved along downstream in the assumption that there must exist 
an outlet for the flow. As they walked along slowly, taking time to peek through 


the dense exotic vegetation, a humanoid being with a crocodile head arose from 


behind a four foot diameter plant, with joints more than a meter apart, laying as 
if it had collapse along the side of the creek many eons prior in the past. He 
sniffed the air, then abruptly brought a sledgepin, or a rifle-like stock to his 
shoulder, firing segmented interstellar static bolts, solar flare, and microwave 
light in the direction of the troop as it eased along. When several members of the 
troop returned fire with their [/d-kasterns, the humanoid being gazed up toward 
the sky, screaming in a tone of rage in an unknown language. 

A huge reptilian with leather wings began to circle high above, seeking out the 
troop. He would periodically fire bursts of light and electricity exploding violently 
when they struck the ground in the thick forest cover. These explosions occurred 
in every direction surrounding the troop, yet far from their positions. One of the 
troopers donned his veil of invisibility, then finally managed to sneak up behind 
this being with the head of a crocodile and a humanoid body. When the 
subspecies being turned to observe what he determined were foot prints, the 
trooper’s Jinpin handle appeared from inside his battle cloak, with his thunder 
bolt of lightening materializing abruptly. This trooper then sliced off the 
subspecies creature’s head. 

High above this gargantuan flying reptilian, continued to fire bolts down from 
the sky above toward the platoon positioned on the ground. Moldolph, with his 
own ild-kastern, fired three direct shots into the monster. The monster screamed 
as he circled and received the shots, periodically returning fire, causing 
Moldolph and the others to flatten themselves upon the ground, where the 
following explosions rattled the planetary surface. Several others from among 


the troop joined in, firing their own ild-kastern into the body of the flying 


reptilian. When the subspecies absorbed some thirty bolts, with a vibrant scream 
he tumbled from the sky high above, into a heap of crumbled limbs and leather 
on the ground below. 

“What a splendid job!,” praised the high commander. “My lessons of one shot, 
one kill, and make every shot count, have finally paid off, as we observe here.” 

“Lets us not become too contented,” advised Moldolph, “my military intuition 
informs me that other potentially dangerous adversaries lurk about, and are on 
the prowl in our direction somewhere.” 

The Buzz Bird suddenly materialized from within another dimensional vortex, 
levitating with singing wings facilitating movement in virtually any direction. The 
multicolored lights across his breast screen suddenly raced. 

“On the contrary, sire, my turn to play came into the fore presently. I have 
called the bipedal robot mega-sniffer, 1ONYB23 onto the scene, who shall 
discover any potential threat prowling about. Worm holes linking all ten inner- 
stellar dimensions of existence are available to facilitate an appearance virtually 
anywhere, upon my request. In a virtual instant he can be on the scene to 
provide aide to our situation. Once the threat has been identified, then RX49, and 
our bipedal robot combative congregation, shall appear on the scene to eradicate 
this possible menace. Isn’t knowing that I am in such superlative control over 
any possible imposing situation, so nice?,” quoth the Buzz Bird. 

“Well if that is the case, then why can’t you simply locate the princess, send in 
your own robot troops, rescue her, win this coming war with Elbear, so all of us 
can return home?,” fired Moldolph in an air of sarcasm, nervous fear, frustration, 


and simultaneous seriousness. 


“To speak the truth, situations encountered by higher celestial beings cannot 
be neutralized by technology held in possession by lower subspecies. The 
psychological plateau on which higher celestial beings stand, allows 
materialization in a dimension outside of the ten frequented by the mechanical 
creations of lower life forms. All subspecies, as of yet, lack the technology to 
access the dimensional plateau of existence on which rulers of Elbear and Onfein 
stand. At times, however, dimensions intersect, and the mechanized technologies 
over which I am in command, can intercede on my own behalf, and that of my 
company, regardless of who that company may be. I possess no control over this 
possibility, nor do I possess the facts granting me powers of deduction to 
facilitate any calculative anticipation of the possibility for being able to identify 
situations where this dimensional intersection occurs,” spoke the Buzz Bird. 

“Well isn’t that just dandy,” slurred Moldolph, as he shook his head from side 
to side. “I should have known readily when a good thing isn’t to be had.” 

Throughout the atmosphere above, bubble-like orbs fell as rain from a dark 
sky of dirty rouge above. Inside these orbs were small, fir covered bipedal 
creatures, who shot flame bolts combined with solar static throughout the 
terrestrial landscape below. Though their technology appeared highly advanced 
in the initiative, they seemed to lack an ability to locate specifically where the 
patrol was positioned, other than by scent or body heat. Since the Buzz Bird and 
the militarized patrol was mechanized, they were totally undetectable. The many 
subspecies of the vast wilderness and rivers were cold blooded, as were the 


reptilians. Only Moldolph, the princess, the Danaan and the Narapazu, and the 


Bugbear would consequently be detectable. Thus, for the patrol to remain 
undetectable, only Moldolph needed to move with extreme caution. 

As the patrol eased along through the thickets, the multicolored lights 
commenced to race across the breast screen of the Buzz Bird, then abruptly 
pause. 

“We, the mechanized, may only be eliminated if we are spotted. Your thermal 
image places you in great danger, even if you remain is complete vegetative 
cover. I anticipate that your chemical scent trail has already been identified by 
the forces without who are presently in pursuit of us. Since you stand in our 
midst, we are all consequently in danger, as our positions are compromised. Our 
best defense is only to fire at the gradually downward drifting orbs, where only a 
single shot is needed to eliminate the interior bipedal threat.” 

With their march inside the great Bastille in search of the available exit 
teleport, often they encountered smoldering, scorched, dead corpses of the furry 
creatures found in the bubble orbs, who had been eliminated by the platoon as it 
meandered along in complete silence throughout the under brush. 

“What in the celestial solar system are these things?,” asked Moldolph to the 
Buzz Bird. 

“These creatures are known as Jncubus. These beings originated with the 
Danaan from Onfein, believe it or not. Genetic mutation often assumes multiple 
paths during its course of species degeneration. In the final stages, before the 
once superior ante-mutated species descends completely into a realm among the 
lowest subspecies, what one beholds laying before him is only a single species of 


multiple possibilities. Among the Narapazu or Ziminoa, who are only a single 


degenerating plateau beneath the Danaan of Onfein, these entities may be 
captured, trained, and utilized as expendable pawns and combat buffers in the 
inner planetary battle exercises of the warlike Ziminoa,” replied the Buzz Bird to 
Moldolph’s continuing questioning. 

“This revelation I find extremely interesting, personally,” replied Moldolph, 
“though I am not completely sure I wish to wholly accept your claims as being 
final.” 

“Yes, I completely comprehend the complex psychology in you for bearing a 
capacity in rationalizing this undeniable reality. I also wish to inform you where 
this grade of incubus existence occurrs in three genetically degenerate stages. 
The first stage, among a multiplicity of negative possibilities in genetic 
degeneration from Narapazu, is that of the Succubus. These subspecies are 
reptilian female entities. While being grossly unattractive to the eye, they are in 
possession of an uncanny ability to make a near irresistible euphoric chemical 
appeal to the most base biological urge for breeding. 

“While the ante-mutated Danaan are in possession of a calculated ability to 
forbear, for obvious reasons; the Ziminoa are only able to do so in partiality, in 
lieu of comprehending the disastrous consequences for withholding on the urge, 
among certain individuals, families, and clans. These individuals, clans, and 
families, also tend to be those who hold planetary authority, virtually in a 
completely exclusive context.” 

Moldolph chuckled to himself, saying in dark sarcasm to the Buzz Bird. 

“If this subspecies was female, I could see where that fuzzy posterior might 


convey a rather pleasant sensation when the breeding actions were engaged, 


especially if the time between such periods of activity with his own species had 
been enduring.” 

“Yes, I comprehend your weakness, although I am not of a capacity to fall 
victim. I suffer not from genetic mutation since I am only mechanical. Once your 
species, the Danaan, suffers from genetic mutation, and the degenerate 
motivations prevail as they always do; it is not uncommon for mechanical bipeds 
to be engineered with an extendable breeding shaft, and programmed to engage 
the process. 

“Incidentally Moldolph, the worst motion any warm blooded species may 
engage in is to cross breed with an entity found in the Incubus stage of 
degeneration. The life spring of this subspecies is virtually saturated with 
mutated genes of every sort. Over the course of eons, it is destined to diminish 
itself into complete extinction, due to its own embrace of corruption and 
consequential degeneration. Since this species instinctively is aware of its own 
collective fate, there exists no greater pleasure than that derived from a courted 
destruction of any higher species.” 

“So this adoration for destruction explains the intense envy and desire to 
destroy found in both the Narapazu, the Ziminoa and the lower Bugbear, for the 
Danaan, especially the ever fading congregations of ante-mutated Danaan. Once 
those who stand closest to the original ante-mutated are indeed gone from 
Onfein, for all perpetuity, then the entire solar system at large will only exist ina 
complete state of barbaric squalor, and fear,” stated Moldolph to the Buzz Bird. 

“Yes,” replied the Buzz Bird, “until the era arrives in a distant eon, when a 


much superior ante-mutated species from Ares, yet to be identified, returns from 


beyond to restore the mighty Danaan back into their superlative state of being,” 
the Buzz Bird said in a muffled computer generated voice as the platoon 
continued moving along. 

“So the legendary accounts from farthermost antiquity have informed us,” 
quoth the warrior Moldolph. “Do you really believe that such a yet to be 
identified species really exists? Why have they not yet revealed themselves?” 

“We are all fully aware of the fact that every needed resource for sustaining 
life is readily available in abundance throughout a virtual multitude of inner 
planetary realms. Based on hard verified facts presently in our possession, I 
hereby calculate that possibility, at being one in 9000, in concerns to every 
potential likelihood standing among the readily identified planets and stars in 
our most immediate celestial realm. However, out of every signal received by my 
own receptors, not even including those received in the great receptors 
discovered due to the research Bastille of Onfein; the most obviously intelligent 
designs suggesting an intentional message bearing signal, originate from a 
single star cluster.” 

“Where, pray tell, exists that precious source for the future salvation of the 
Damaam, might I inquire?,” replied Moldolph. 

“The Alpha Canis Majorus, of course,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“And specifically where in the Celestial Hades might that be?,” Moldolph 
chuckled. 

“A part of the Sirus star bundle. The primary Sirus, A1, is in fact the most 
brilliant star found in the constellation of Canis Majorus, is also in possession of 


of a much cooler, unobserved calcimine sister star. This sister star has been 


labeled the Sirus U+0628. Legendary accounts extend backward into many eons. 
This sister companion, Sirus U+0628, has a fifty year elliptical orbit around the 
brilliant, highly observable Sirus A. The Sirus U+0628 also orbits upon its own 
axis, so the heat absorbed from the Sirus A1, is proportionately distributed, 
suggesting a calculated purpose in doing so. Of course, we are at liberty to 
conclude, life simply cannot exist in such extreme heat, thus an even distribution 
is most necessary to facilitate a continuation. “ 

“We, among the Danaan, fully realize the supreme God, Jainko Gorina , is all 
powerful and wise,” replied Moldolph to the Buzz Bird. 

“Exactly, however an ability for calculating to arrive at such deductive 
conclusions via such readily identifiable facts is consequently eliminated, as the 
onset of genetic mutation pervades,” quoth the Buzz Bird. 

“Does an alternative superior intelligence exist on this planet, Sirus 
U+0628?,” asked Moldolph to the Buzz Bird. 

“During the past seven orbital time periods of Elbear, I have been 
programmed with a far more advanced ability to make calculations and 
comparisons. I have deciphered the light codes emitting from the Sirus solar 
system, and particularly the Sirus U+06287 complex. The message deductively 
determined from these light emissions is that a race of superior ante-mutated 
bipedal beings known as the Nommos, dwell thereon, and fully intend a future 
descent onto the planetary surface of Onfein, during a distant age of complete 
universal chaos,” replied the Buzz Bird to Moldolph. 

“In those days Onfein shall be totally corrupted to the point that all life itself 


can no longer sustain on the planet’s once blessed surface. The great Danaan 


will have long since genetically descended into a multitude of gross inferior 
subspecies; yet their original inner source of being will scream out unto Jainko 
Gorina , for complete defeat of all ubiquitous enemies, an immaculate genetic 
restoration into their original superlative physical and intellectual entitlement, 
and the celestial return of their long cherished patrimonial estate back into their 
own possession. Then and only then, shall a new Golden Age Of Absolute 
Serenity commence.” 

“Well maybe this future time of great inner planetary warfare has at long last 
arrived. According to my own account, the nine day grace period allowed for the 
princess return, has transpired on this very moment,” returned Moldolph. 

As the ground troops battled furiously with the fuzzy small, but very 
dangerous Incubus, the sniffer robot suddenly vanished around a corner, 
seemingly into the very air around them. The Buzz Bird’s lights glittered and ran 
across its breast screen. 

“Our scout in search of the princess has at long last discovered the worm hole 
passageway into the exterior from these Bastille walls. Once we move down into 
this passageway, we shall evade this pursuing element within. If we are to 
receive word from Onfein, then shall the time come. 

“Either way our Salvation shall be forth coming. There may be no doubt where 
at least some three thousand mother transport vessels have already been 


launched, all for the adoration of a single delicate Zini Rakbu. “ 


Book Nine 


The Angel And The Battle For Honor 


When at long last the search platoon stood outside of the Bastille walls, still 
they were consumed in the turmoil of battle. The prevailing situation was as if 
the entire planetary realm of Elbear was suddenly aflame. As far as the eye could 
behold, a dirty sky of sickening rouge was filled with these gradually descending 
bubble orbs, containing rather small, fuzzy, impish creatures said to bea 
degenerated subspecies from the once mighty Danaan. These orbs shot streaks 
of blue and red electrical flame forth from small ports located on their underside, 


exploding into the topography below in virtually every direction. Moldolph 


envisioned where these ports surely must contain a dispensing barrel of some 
sort, although none could be discerned with the naked eye. 

As he gazed upward upon the multitudes of descending bubble orbs, suddenly 
a cigar shaped vehicle appeared from the heavens among the bubble orbs, firing 
with great repetition, vaporizing these orbs before any could touch the ground 
beneath them. The bubble orbs returned fire, and the cigar shaped vehicle 
suddenly vanished, only to reappear in a different directions on a distant horizon, 
firing incessantly and continuing to vaporize more bubbles before any ever 
touched the ground. In the same instant more cigar shapes appeared, sending 
bolts of galactic static and white hot solar light clips for untold distances in every 
direction. 

“Good news,” spoke the Buzz Bird to Moldolph, “I have just received word that 
the superior forces of Onfein have entered into the planetary realm of Elbear.” 

“Are you certain the message you received was from the forces of Onfein, and 
not those of our enemy seeking to locate our position?,” replied Moldolph. 

“Affirmative, but our code has yet to be cracked. Colors of light emit known 
sound frequency far to faint for most existing technology. Only the most 
intelligent computerized systems are aware of this fact in being. Thus color 
combinations from all areas of the menagerie spectrum, may be radiated in 
organized frequency, emitting a sound to be interpreted in code form.,” spoke 
the Buzz Bird. 

“T don’t comprehend your explanation,” replied Moldolph. 

“Simply speaking, sire, what has been revealed via artificial intelligence is 


where the spectrum in infra red, for example, is in possession of its own 


previously unknown prism color spectrum, yet all the colors still remain in a 
category of being infra-red, or infra-light, for more simplistic wording. Thus 
these emitted light sequences also carry an element of sound in their midst, in 
varying degrees, allowing for an invisible code to be transferred from an 
emission projector directly into an intentionally stationed receptor, virtually 
anywhere inside the galactic expanse, to include a multitude of solar systems. 

“Infra red is invisible to the mortal eye, and carries much less resistance as it 
transverses the inner stellar void at large, thus it travels at a much faster rate 
than visible light, or light of any color standing outside the spectrum of red. Such 
facts of being allows any light found inside the infra-red spectrum to stand as a 
much more efficient conductor of sound, while it traverses trough the solar 
system at large, in a virtual instant. Whereas, other light colors outside the 
spectrum of infra red, may take hundreds or even thousands of light years to 
travel the identical route.” 

“And you are claiming that artificial intelligence figured all of this out, right?,” 
said Moldolph with his usual air of tactful sarcasm, as bolts of solar flares and 
electricity suddenly shot passed him, exploding into the ground in every 
direction. 

“Tam so amazed that a great man of war, such as yourself, is so astonishingly 
ignorant in regard to historical facts,” replied the Buzz Bird. “This fact of being, 
and the code devised in consequence, was determined far back into the early 
days of artificial intelligence, when the AI body was bipedal, assuming the shape 
and physical characteristics of the original Danaan. When a difference could not 


be determined by the Danaan, these AI systems simply merged with the general 


population in service to an elitist element, seeking to micromanage the individual 
lives of the Danaan when the incidence of genetic mutation was at its highest 
consuming presence of being,” spoke the Buzz Bird. 

“There you go again with your self-praise and glorification of your service to 
some idealized vision of universal improvement,” sneered Moldoph. 

The Buzz Bird never replied, but simply melted away, only to reappear before 
each one of the three chief commanders for the purpose of relaying orders. After 
an hour he reappeared again before Moldolf. 

“The threat from above and below has effectively been neutralized in our 
specific provincial territory. At this moment the forces of Onfein are securing the 
areas outward from this province, seeking to create a buffer zone. Soon our chief 
commanders shall address you to discuss our plans for locating the princess, and 
winning this war to end all wars. Simply remain in place until further notice,” 
informed the Buzz Bird. 

“T anxiously await their presence before me,” replied Moldolph with a smile 
and an expression of rather narcissistic sarcasm. 

“Tf we move up ahead I anticipate that we might encounter a display crystal, 
from which shall emit a hologram from a supreme commandant. Through this 
display he is destined to issue you your credentials, and your specific assignment 
as battlefield Grand-Master in the name of Onfein,” informed the Buzz Bird. 

“Assignment? Credentials? Am I the one destined to lead the score into Elbear 


here?,” asked Moldolph with an expression of feigned astonishment. 


“My algorithm suggests a possibility garnished from observing unfolding facts 
bearing the form of motivations, and your consequential response in lieu of these 
motivations,” so stated the Buzz Bird. 

The two continued to speak as they walked. Soon they passed a small hill on 
which stood a thicket of bizarre flowers and plants. In the midst of that thicket 
was positioned a waist high, perfectly square slab of granite like crystal. As the 
two ambled along passed, a hologram soon emerged from the flat surface. It was 
the chief strategic commander commissioned in office immediately beside King 
Thorvaldr. 

“The moment has arrived, Moldolph,” he firmly spoke. “An appropriate time 
has passed, and no positive action from Ozzymoddor in relation to returning the 
King’s beloved daughter. We are vindicated by this justification of manifesting 
facts. Consequently, in lieu of this universal justification, an inner galactic call 
for battle has been sounded. Allow the planetary sky assault to promptly 
commence, from this moment forward.” 

“So let it be,” replied Moldolph. “War is good when efforts to negotiate fail, 
and the potential for all positive and negative outcomes have been effectively 
deduced. Such a conviction may only be secured when the supreme entity of 
Universal Dynamism rides with us.” 

“We humbly court the splendid Dynamism Of Superior Universality and favor 
of blessed Jainko Gorina . We beseech his legions of celestial messengers and 
assistants. If only this battle could be the final war to end all future wars. May 
Elbear humbly submit to the power of valid rationalization, and the wisdom of 


sound logic. 


“Why must life in our ultra-advanced age be any other way?” replied the Al 
programmed algorithm hologram figure in an exact likeness of the ante-mutated 
Danaan. . “ Intelligent beings have fallen before the thin edge of killing tools, and 
the pointed projectiles of terrible weapons born from Father Time’s most gifted 
imaginations, for virtual eons. Our superlative species may continue to morph as 
we lose more innate abilities and gifted esoteric dimensional instincts, yet we 
never lose the basic instinct of motivational motion, and consequential return in 
direct response. 

“Aggressive action demands in absence of motivation, a perfect response in 
kind. Has such a fact not been preordained inside a virtual myriad multiplicity of 
universal eons already transpired? Was our two worlds not separated as a 
damning punitive? Were we not created as a species unto our own, in likewise 
response? Were we not established adversaries inside this identical punitive?,” 
continued the hologram. 

“Were only it so that alternative choices could be made, yet, simultaneously it 
has been me that was selected by fate. My sworn alliance to the Sons Of Light 
has consequently been selected by raw eternal destiny. I say in my own 
finalization, The Species Of Gilded Halcyon shall reign supreme.., or perish.., for 
all infinity. My avowed duty dominates all other considerations. The illustrious 
life-stream demands an affirmation in duty, in company with an inviolable 
absolute in allegiance. My vow of comradeship and the very life-source of my 
complete inner being beacons,” spoke Moldolph in serious affirmation. 

“Oh, thy magnificent one, heed the call of duty,” spoke King Thorvaldr’s chief 


commandant. “Lead!, go forthright into the misty void of that which lies only in 


perception via deductive logic, and basic instinct. Allow him, the possessing 
spectrum from the forth dimension who bestows courage, to carry the fore. Be 
strong, oh magnificent one, and surge forward into eternal renown. May the Lord 
Of Universal Dynamism always stand by you, until the anointed assignment is 
seen into fulfillment, and the enemy trampled into the dust asunder.” 

“As it has been spoken, my lord, so shall it be,” assured Moldolph in reply. “In 
the name of the glorious Guardian Of The Halcyon Species restoration into the 
immaculate Pantheon Of Universality, allow this great adventure of all ages long 
past and hence forth, to now commence!” 

As these words were spoken, from a sky of dirty rouge emerged three 
thousand cigar shaped vehicles, and twice as many flying disks. The order was 
given, the intractable announcement was made. For advancement of all that is 
positive or a most horrifying total destruction, the adventure was in the process 
of commencement. 

The Buzz Bird appeared in various positions around the troop, and from inside 
the vehicle of the chief commandant, taking commands as the troop organized 
with a clip of new activity. He soon appeared before Modolph again. 

“The new field commander is named Ragna, The Terrible Lunar Raider. He 
will be your immediate assistant. He has years of experience and many successes 
underneath his belt,” informed the Buzz Bird. 

“What are our most immediate objectives?,” asked Moldolph. 

“To locate the princess, of course,” replied the Buzz Bird. “While her image 
has been located, and her pleas for assistance received, her position has yet to 


be identified.” 


“How much is known for certain?,” asked Moldolph, with firmness in his 
request. 

“All that is known for certain is that she is located inside this planetary realm, 
somewhere, at our specific point,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“Great!, that sure is telling us much to proceed forward from,” Moldolph 
sighed, with a hint of anger born out of frustration. 

A dirty rouge sky was now filled with cigar and disk shapes, as far as the eye 
could see in every direction. Blue bolts of electricity and solar flare jolted down 
from above, as red bolts of galactic static sprung upward from below. Every now 
and again a disk or a cigar shaped craft would explode on impact. A planetary 
alarm was sounded seemingly from somewhere deep beneath the planetary 
surface. The alarm commenced with a harsh grating noise, and a computer 
generated voice echoing far into the beyond, in virtually every direction, 
addressing an unseen mass. The erratic broken language differed from that 
spoken on Onfein, yet still somewhat slightly comprehensible. 

“The planet is under foreign attack! To arms! The planet is under attack by 
alien beings. The enemy is upon us. Repeating , the enemy is now upon us! To 
arms! Repeating, the enemy is now upon us, to arms!,” echoed a proclaiming 
computer generated voice alarm. 

From every direction sped the enemy roketcyclus, like racing bolts of light. 
Each sky cycle could transport two fighters armed with the linpin and the ild- 
skallus. They raced along in every direction underneath clouds of vehicles 
looming above, firing seemingly indiscriminately, as the flying cigar and disk 


shapes returned fire. The ones from Elbear appeared the same hue as the sky 


above them, while those from Onfein moving outward from the vehicles in every 
direction, were colored black and gold, the color of victory and complete 
conquest. Singing bolts of solar flare and static electricity flew in every direction 
from the sky above, down to the ground, and then back upward again. Once ina 
while a huge explosion near the platoon accompanying Moldolph, would rock the 
military procession as it moved along. 

“That was sure close for comfort,” snapped the Buzz Bird. 

“We need to get a move on if we are ever to locate the princess in all of this. 
Where in the planetary realm could she be?,” raged Moldolph. 

“According to all our indicators, she is somewhere in a tight chamber of sorts. 
This chamber being as it is, gives one a feeling of being located down an 
extended catacomb of some sort,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“Is there a sniffer scout on her trail?” snapped Moldolph in direct reply. 

“Our rookie sniffer, 9R2C, has been allocated into our precinct, sir. The elders 
have received their danger furlough for this particular project,” replied the Buzz 
Bird. 

“How great is that benefit at a time such as this?,” Moldolph snarled. “What 
does his indicators have to tell us presently, if his sole advice is all that we have 
to go on?” 

“His indicators are where the princess is located inside the third planetary 
realm of Elbear, sir,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“What realm is that, for crying out loud?,” fired Moldolph, with a flare of 


sudden temper in his voice. 


“The third planetary realm of Elbear, of course, is a subsurface realm, so your 
gut instincts and deductive presumptions must be correct,”calmly returned the 
Buzz Bird. 

“Great again,” snarled Moldolph. “We're getting warm, and the princess is 
located in a planetary subsurface realm. All that we can do is to keep moving 
forward, then.” 

As the troop of thirty two zipped along above the planetary surface of Elbear, 
the sky all above them was thick with inner galactic sky ships of both planets, 
Elbear and Onfein. On the ground, however, lurked a more menacing threat, so it 
seemed to the individual warriors. The high command from Elbear had forcefully 
compelled the Narapazu into their service as shock troops. Some of these 
Narapazu had developed from mutations in their own midst, but a growing 
number of others were Bugbear transported directly from Rama Sethu; since the 
Bugbear were not in possession of the technology to make a great leap from 
Rama Sethu, to Elbear, or to Onfein. 

On Elbear, a rigid cast system existed, separating the Bugbear from the 
Ziminoa. The Bugbear were beholden to the Ziminoa as bond-servants first, and 
as low wage menial laborers when freed, where the brutish Bugbear performed 
at their very best. Skills of a deductive mind lay far beyond their intellectual 
grasp, being motivated only by base biology, raw emotion, and environmental 
extremity. All their rudimentary minds could conceive of is to act first, only in 
lieu of these motivations. Raw appeal to emotion superseded all reasoning with 


them. Clear identifiable facts had absolutely no bearing on their determination. 


When roving the ground in scattered pacts, these sub-species were trained to 
seek out the Danaan first by scent, then viciously attack in pacts. An allowance 
was made for these sub-species to rip the Danaan apart, limb from limb; then 
consume the corpse, preferably while still yet alive. In so doing, the Bugbear 
developed a fetish for the life-stream of the Danaan, desiring the females and the 
young, above the males of any age. If a choice existed, the male would be left in 
pieces, while the female of the Danaan was humiliated, ripped to shreds, then 
ravishingly consumed by the group en-mass. 

It was said that the Bugbear were six times stronger than the strongest 
Danaan. In fact, Ziminioan citizens of Elbear often bred the strongest, 
healthiest, and most productive female, with that of a male in the same class. 
Many clans on Elbear created a system of exchange when a need existed for 
menial laborers. The laws were against doing so, including both legal and divine 
law, but the forces of genetic mutation generated a flagrant disregard for order 
in the minds of individual Ziminoan citizenry, in ever growing numbers. Often 
these corrupted citizens reigned at the top of the planetary system, to the 
detriment of their own being. 

Consequently, the Bugbear were auctioned off in established open air market 
houses and street corners, right along with other sub-species captured from 
inside the surrounding wilderness areas; such as the Levenwolves, the two 
headed humanoid Oltramites, and the disgusting Moddosites, with the huge 
bovine heads, and chiseled powerful bipedal torsos. These crude brutes tended 
to act on a perverted degenerate impulse to breed between male and male, 


rather than between male and female. Their language and mannerisms were 


base to the extreme. They could be trained, however, and tended to run with the 
Bugbear, forming what was being referred to by the Danaan from Onfein as the 
Terror Brigands. 

Often these vicious brutes could withstand multiple shots from the Ild-stang, 
averaging six bolts or more absorbed, until they are finally burned or exploded 
by a seventh, an eighth, or even a twelfth shot. When engaged in hand to hand 
fighting, a linpin could sear off a hand, or an entire arm, or even a leg, and still 
the brute would ignore the pain while continuing to move forward. The only 
method of killing him outright, was to cut off his head. 

The Danaan trained, in direct consequence to this fact of being, for the 
purpose of taking a head shot. Sometimes a light shaft could run through the 
body of a subspecies trained to engage in battle on the ground, piercing vital 
organs, and slay him; but more often than not, should it fail, the enraged 
subspecies brute would simply seize the swordsman with a single mighty arm, 
then rip him into shreds. 

Lately, thanks to superb training, shots taken managed to hit their target in 
the exact center of the breast, vaporizing him totally with a single shot. This area 
and the eyes, were the only weak areas on the bodies of any inner-planetary 
subspecies at large. While a bolt directly into the eyes would often not slay the 
creature, he would stagger around both enraged and blinded, until a single 
swipe from a linpin would finally put him out of his misery. Should he be left to 
roam around at large, he would consequently only perish from starvation. 

The fighting became intense, with explosions from the sky above in the great 


dog fight between forces of Elbear and Onfein. Bolts exploded when in collision 


with the ground, appearing like poisonous blossoms preceded stomach churning 
screams, where shattered charred corpses were left in flaming heaps. The only 
positive was where bolts of solar flare and static electricity being thrown about 
cauterized any wounds created, therefore there was little-life flow spilled. 

Another positive in this battle scene was where few combatants were actually 
composed of flesh like material. Being mechanical in majority, there was little 
flesh to rip open. As the troop raced along through the vegetation on their 
rocketcyclus, one of the thirty two suddenly exploded in mid-air. Moldolph 
screamed to the Buzz Bird moving along before him at the top of his lungs; 

“What is the reading on your indicators? 

“We're close, is all that I can say at the moment,” replied the Buzz Bird in his 
computer generated voice. 

“Well, for crying out loud here, that response is simply not good enough! We 
need specific information, and quickly, I might add!,” raged Moldolph while 
under great stress, as the explosions continued all around. 

“The super sniffer android robot, 10N52, is on the hunt at present, sire. The 
rookie has been retired for now. We have indications of the princess’s chemical 
trail. Her specific body heat has been located, but not the specific location of her 
person. What we cannot determine at large presently, is where specifically, the 
ground forces are located,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“What?,” fired Moldolph, “while he ducked another explosion as they passed 
through a small meteoric cloud, “ you mean to tell me, with this multitude of 
machines flying all about, the huge guarding planetary forces of Elbear cannot 


be located? My word, you good for nothing piece of sky junk, my word!” 


“T will ignore your crass insults, but my reply to your question is, precise,” 
replied the Buzz Bird with his own air of firmness, “ that sole specific is exactly 
what I am attempting to convey here with my words. Truthfully speaking, what 
we are battling primarily are android computerized and automated machines, 
rather space craft operated by planetary beings of any sort. There exists no form 
of chemical or infra-red trail. Machines are largely untraceable, and may assume 
numerous forms; from that of huge disks and cigar shapes, to rocketcyclus, and 
basic inner planetary all terrain vehicles. At times, depending on the terrain and 
battle situation, there exists advantages in operating on rolling wheels. While 
wheels seem very primitive to the cultured mind, basic practicality may never be 
jettisoned aside, in the wild world of war, win, lose, or die, if not in life at large, 
sire.” 

“T’ll second that,” snarled Moldolph as he ducked a flying fragment propelled 
in his direction by the nearest and latest explosion. “We have to find more 
indications. If these forces are nearby and yet to be seen, then maybe they have 
enacted their invisibility shields. Have such presumptions been relayed back 
unto you from the high command in the field, Buzz Bird?,” inquired Moldolph. 

“At present, my reply to that question is negative. The average known 
invisibility shield is constituted of reflective elements, such as comet dust in the 
most primitive form. Reflective gas is much more difficult to anticipate, 
effectively evading most known protection systems. Its only weakness, however, 
may be shots fired directly into any orb concealed therein. The general effects 
would be quite devastating, since some of the gasses tend to be explosive,” 


replied the Buzz Bird. 


“What if the shield was formed of reflective light from the surrounding stars, or 
what ever? The projected cover would conceal any who was contained therein,” 
replied Modolph. “I don’t quite know what to make of the situation, myself. What 
are the alternative possibilities?” 

“There exists another alternative possibility.” informed the buzz bird. “This AP 
is that these forces have moved underground, and in fact, are not even on the 
planetary surface of Elbear at all”. 

“Where exists the nearest entrance catacomb to the known heat or chemical 
source of the princess, in the strongest area of indication?,” raged Moldolph 

“In the area where the sniffer is presently patrolling, sire,” calmly replied the 
Buzz Bird. 

“Have him beam us the dimensional location, Buzz Bird, and our forces shall 
meet him there,” returned Moldolph. 

“Affirmative,” the Buzz Bird replied, “these indications are immediate, and 
have been returned to my receptor systems. We shall travel through the worm 
hole on the ninth parallel, thirty nine degrees from the regal star indicator. This 
position shall propel us and our troop into the second planetary dimension, 
depositing us before the chief sniffer android, 10N52.” 

“Sounds like a winner to me!,” fired Moldolph in quick approval. 

The Buzz Bird, Modolph, and the troop turned to the left up ahead, appearing 
to vanish into thin air as they did, seemingly being swallowed up by the very 
backdrop surrounding them. Rays of multicolored light flashed passed them as 


they moved along, bending downward, upward suddenly, then forcing the troop 


to suddenly turn the left, then the right, zipping along at what felt to be an ever 
increasing rate of speed. 

Green and red segmented light bolts suddenly zipped above, and along side of 
them as they moved. They were being fired upon, but could not see from what 
direction it originated. Every now and again one of them would turn to the rear, 
and fire a return shot in the direction from where the bolts appeared to 
originate. An inflamed explosion from somewhere behind would indicate a direct 
strike. 

“How did these ghouls find us?,” screamed Moldolph in the moaning monotone 
that sounded as they passed through the worm hole. 

“They are the time warp parasites. They are virtual anthropoids in the order of 
Araneae. They are beast-like, yet eerily intelligent, simultaneously,” spoke the 
Buzz Bird in his computer generated intellectual voice. 

“Don’t tell me!,” fired Moldolph, “they were originally Danaan, but have 
morphed into their present sate due to genetic mutation.” 

“How could you have ever known?,” inquired the Buzz Bird as he blinked 
along. 

“Tt seems like to me all of these weird creatures came about due to the forces 
of genetic mutation. The saddest part of the story is that all were originally 
Danaan,” replied Moldolph with a sigh. 

“Yes, but one must recall that this planet was once a punitive realm. The chief 
Lord Of All created the planet Elbear, as a separate realm. He also divided the 
original beings of Onfein, according to their level of genetic mutation. The 


ancient curse of the two planetary realms was that they were destined to be 


eternal adversaries. Thus, all animated life on Elbear descended from the great 
Danaan. The plant life of Elbear was even mutant from the original primary 
species of Onfein. Elbear is indeed, a mutant planet forever caught up in a state 
of genetic descent from the ever superior life-spring of Onfein,” spoke the Buzz 
Bird. 

“There seems to be this state of eternal envy directed toward Onfein from 
Elbear. I have observed it in their leadership. I can never grasp any justification 
for this pathetic envy. I mean, there exists a wrought anger directed toward the 
life of Onfein. This entire planet of Elbear is virtually obsessed with exercising 
it,” replied Moldolph. 

“They envy the success, the splendid culture, the finery, desiring all of it for 
themselves. But most of all the Ziminoa and the Bugbear hate the Danaan, and 
the blessed Species Of Eurrezko for their intelligence, their physical beauty, and 
their dazzling accomplishments. They desire this glory for themselves. They wish 
to literally merge with the Danaan, replacing them; while somehow anticipating, 
if not outright deluding themselves that they could ever maintain an identical 
status quo accomplished presently, and continually maintained by the ante- 
mutated Danaan. 

“The ever prevailing problem for the Ziminoa is where they lack the 
intellectual capacity, therefore they will never succeed in majority at the extent 
of the Danaan. They lack the intelligence as a collective group, not to mention 
the necessary organizational skills, as a whole. We bear witness to these 
obtrusive facts in the neighborhoods where their demographic dominates, their 


educational stations, in their general delinquent lifestyles, their broad 


illegitimacy, their broken families, and in their culture of embracing the 
ridiculous over the intellectual, the decadent over the chaste; all in combination 
with that being of the lethargic, lording over one of the industrious,” so replied 
the Buzz Bird. 

“When the long dreaded day finally arrives where the forces of genetic 
mutation eventually prevail throughout the realm of Onfein, the immaculate 
ante-mutated Species Of Eurreszko, and even it’s most immediate sub-species, 
the Narapazu which is also referred to as the Ziminoa on Elbear, shall exist no 
more. My innate data bank for collective facts, in company with my mechanized 
automated intelligence system, sadly indicate such a negative fore-going 
conclusion, sire. 

“ Indeed, oh great one I say, there shall be a time in the ever looming future, 
when all of Onfein shall be dominated by the Ziminoa and Narapazu first, and all 
of Elbear by the beast-like mutant Bugbear, not to mention the alternative 
varieties of sub-species already observed, emerging when maverick mutations of 
genes follow alternative courses in direction due to differing corrupting elements 
found in the environment at large. 

“The entire inner planetary realm shall heave and collapse into subspecies 
violence, and a gut wrenching squalor existence. Then all beauty, intellect, 
artistic craft, ingenuity, and constructive organization, shall consequently fade; 
until a new, much more superior, ante-mutated species descends from the solar 
system of Ares to conquer, purge, and repopulate the entire inner-planetary 


realms of both Onfein and Elbear 


“Judging from the manner in which these sub-stationary beings of Elbear bring 
these Bugbear in from Rama Sethu, inter-marrying with them and cross-breeding 
with them at large; this long anticipated social and cultural disaster may 
transpire much sooner than later,” snarled Moldolph as the troop zoomed along. 

The entire troop moved along through what felt to be a tunnel of multicolored 
light until they rounded a sharp curve, and what appeared as a solid wall of 
stone abruptly stood before them. All of them winced and closed their eyes as 
they burst through this stone wall, which astonishingly shattered, being only a 
false mirage of stone created by tarnished light and highly reflective crystal 
found throughout the entire inner-dimensional cortex. Now instead of moving 
through a tunnel of light, they were literally moving forward cautiously inside a 
catacomb of stone. All indications were to continue moving forward along, never 
reverse backward, no matter how much one may desire to. The dear princess 
was to be located somewhere in the distance ahead, according to every 
informational indication. 

“What is our specific location Buzz Bird?,” asked Moldolph and the high 
command. 

“We are inside the very heart of Elbear,” the Buzz Bird replied. 
“What?,” snapped the robot android high command, “please describe our 
opposing obstacles.” he asked. 

“According to our newly advanced satellite tracking systems, the planet of 
Elbear is honey combed with a vast network of caverns, catacombs, and naturally 
formed subterranean complexes. While we may receive directional indications of 


the princess, her exact location might be obscured by the various crystals and 


elements found inside the planetary heart. Even though the sub-species of 
Elbear, the Ziminoa, lack knowledge of the technology in place from Onfein to 
directly locate any warm-blooded species, their innate instincts inform them to 
be highly cautious of any possibilities. It may be possible, in fact, for extremely 
basic technology to be in possession of the ability to defeat a system of highly 
advanced mechanization,” spoke the Buzz Bird with convincing affirmation. 

“T can fully comprehend the logic being intimated here, since technology 
renders both the intellect and bodies of warm blooded species into an 
undeveloped infantile state of existence,” replied Moldolph. 

“Sire, I must add here, that your reliance on me and my own automated 
intellectual abilities, is only a single example among a virtual multitude,” spoke 
the Buzz Bird to Moldolph. 

“ Oh what level of mechanized conceit are we now bearing witness to,” fired 
Moldolph in direct reply to the dark sarcasm of the Buzz Bird. 

“T must also include into my personal address,” responded the Buzz Bird, “ 
that your entire planetary species has by now long cultivated a virtual state of 
interdependence on automated mechanization. Their realms of production trade 
with those who only consume, while performing menial labor for whatever 
medium of exchange prevailing in their immediate domain. This reality has given 
individuals great freedom from what was once a virtual state of labor bondage. 
However, the ever prevailing forces of genetic mutation found in the 
environment motivate an unavoidable bend from positive intention and 


dedication, in favor of the negative. Consequently the crime rate of Onfein has 


soared as the ante-mutated species continues to fade at an increasingly rapid 
rate. 

“The quality of life continues to deteriorate in company with a broad influence 
of flagrant systemic and cultural destruction, accompanying the consequential 
biological degeneration. Truth is, the blessed Danaan are Onfein, and Onfein is 
the Danaan. It is of an ultimatum never to be expressed enough, that the Danaan 
conquer all in this great war of the inner vortex worlds. Should they lose, then all 
shall forever be lost, until the return of those divine god-kings from the third 
dimension beyond. During that marvelous era all negativity shall be purged from 
Onfein, the grossly contaminated shall be expunged, and the great Age Of 
Serenity restored. For all eternity forward from that day, the glorious ante- 
mutated Species Of Ereskio, a pinnacle of celestial virtuosity, shall dwell in 


enteral contentment for all time forward into infinity.” 


Book Ten 


Inner Planetary Conflagration 


Days of searching transformed into begrudging weeks, and weeks soon 
morphed into enduring months. It seemed that in every direction taken, the 
source for the princess location beamed with more intensity in the opposite 
directions notated on the android indicators. In a brisk duration of transpiring 
time, the entire invading force of Onfein was informed of the index bearing on 
the subterranean location of the princess. In response to this new information, 
every surface point of entrance, and every inner dimensional vortex worm hole 
had been penetrated by the heavenly sky forces on the outside. An era of savage 
total warfare existed on Elbear as the forces of Onfein raged along in search of 
dear Emolote’, the delicate princess; the virtual heritage queen of lucid 
consanguinity among those standing in closest proximity to the original ante- 
mutant population. 

No matter what the cost, the gentle contiguous ante-mutated princess 
absolutely must be rescued from any possibility of taint by the amoral 
subspecies, Ziminoa; or far worse, the dreaded ultra-subspecies, Bugbear, who 


possess no powers of deduction or sense of morality, only being motivated into 


complete self-service by elemental forces of environmental extremity, basic 
biology, and raw emotion. Soon passionate sensations of desperation and 
frustration in the Danaan legionnaires, quickly transformed into inner 
convictions of merciless, seething hatred. 

A climatic consequence was that a stark possibility of inner planetary war to 
end all wars, now dawned upon every associated realm, solar system, and nearby 
galactic empire. Should the princess’s life-spring or virginal lucidity, or even her 
surface tegument, ever become tainted by the gross spritz of any sub-genus, or 
her certain elimination ever be revealed; then a brutality of unprecedented 
dimension was intended by well calculated design for enactment, unbeknownst 
to the Ziminoa, or certainly any accompanying subspecies originating from the 
demographic. Such anticipated deductions of possibility were of the utmost 
concern to the Danaan, as they raged along in search of their immortalized 
princess gem of the celestial heavens, Emolote’. 

As the seething forces of Onfein extended throughout the catacomb network 
beneath the terrestrial surface of planet Elbear, a vast subterranean metropolis 
was stumbled upon. The catacomb opened naturally to form an expansive 
subsurface chasm. A beautiful sapphire mist coated the top of this vast chamber, 
referred to as a cathedral ceiling by the commanders of Onfein. The mist 
behaved as its own atmosphere, giving forth rain, dew, filling what appeared as 
flowing ma’an, quenching all desire for nourishing liquid in a vast sub-terrestrial 
terrarium. This natural terrarium also appeared to be in possession of its own 
spiritual element, silently screaming out toward the invading Danaan in appeal 


for a restoration of its own long lost liberty. 


Inside the forest of this enclosed natural environment was tactfully planned a 
technological metropolis. The voguish architecture, however, was totally void of 
any spirit, let alone any type of intellectual essence attempting to unite with the 
natural ecosystem of this cathedral complex. When the Danaan gazed upon this 
overt rejection by the surrounding environment of the architecture, a sensation 
of dark repugnance literally permeated their inner souls. 

The often observed end result was where the elemental forces of this natural 
world lashed out upon the metropolis in repetitive continuum, first in the form of 
frequent floods. These floods at times might consist of two parts hydrogen and 
one part oxygen, combined. On other occasions these rains consist of ammonia, 
methane, helium, and carbon monoxide. The most destructive of these floods 
were the methane and ammonia, often leading to innumerable choking deaths of 
more than a million inhabitants. 

Why could the Ziminoa not anticipate this clash between their world and its 
natural environment, then make accommodation to embrace it rather than fight a 
losing battle against it? Did they lack the power of deduction to even consider 
the fact of this clash, or were they far too pretentious by being caught up in their 
own self-serving convictions, even to bother with giving notice? Most only 
whined and cried, while remaining perched upon their roof tops as the steaming 
ammonia rained down upon them, flooding the streets throughout the 
metropolis. If their forces rushed forward quickly, the strategists from Onfein 
reasoned via powers of calculated observation and deduction, where they could 
then easily surround the city, seizing the entire metropolis complex in a single 


swift move. 


From all four sides in complete silence their troops moved, soon forming a loop 
surrounding the entire metropolis inside the cathedral complex. All 
communication lines were then immediately severed by the click of a single 
button from an android computer system purposely designed to perform such a 
service. The general sensation among the Danaan patrol was where the natural 
environment itself was cheering them onward. 

Once the citizens of the metropolis realized their complex was surrounded and 
cut off by alien invaders, the Alkateak, or city leader, strode outward to extend 
his greetings to Moldolph, who he immediately recognized as being the chief 
commander of Onfeinian forces. As he strode forward he seemed to propel 
himself along with a bow legged shuffle of his large flat feet. His general statue 
was less in height than that of Moldolph. From all appearances, the statue in 
general of the mutant population at large, was significantly less than that of the 
average Danaan. His clothing, even though he was leader and public matron of 
the metropolis, lacked a certain luster usually characteristic of authority, 
appearing only as some sort of ruffled, if not filthy, low tech synthetic material. 
His snarling face was of a seriously tarnished tint, with a very faint hint of gold. 
He very noticeably gritted his teeth as he spoke to Moldolph. 

“Who do you think that you are marching into my splendid kingdom here? My 
citizen accomplices have committed no offense against you, or anybody else.” 

“Tam Moldolph The Magnificent, supreme conqueror of an entire inner- 
planetary realm, hailing from Onfein!” 
“Yes,” the Alkateak replied, “ and Iam Bolini, from Kliet Ni Oken. So what the 


Hudica? Why should I even care?” 


“Don’t you realize?,” fired Moldolph, “I have captured your cursed city! You 
and your fellow inhabitants are my servants now.” 

“Servants? Servants are only born to give labor, so what if we were to refuse? 
What then?,” the Alkateak replied. 

“Then we shall be at liberty to extract any price in anticipated presumption of 
value, in our own estimation of that labor, in its own rate of exchange,” Moldoph 
firmly replied. “Who stands nearby in any position to tell us we can’t?” 

“The supreme God, Janiko Gorina , who sees all and knows all. He shall punish 
you for your failure to utilize sound judgment, since you and your kind have been 
blessed with the intellect to do so,” the Alkateak replied with his own firmness. 

“Jainko Gorina condemned my forces and yours to be eternal adversaries. Let 
him judge me for my effectiveness in leadership and my great gift of militarily- 
strategic skills,” replied Moldolph. 

“What is it that you want?,” snapped the Alkateak, with a display of nonchalant 
firmness in his face. 

“Give us our blessed princess, or truthfully inform us of her status, 
circumstance, and position,” demanded Moldolph. 

“T know not what you command of me, nor do any of my subordinate residents. 
What princess? Who is she? What might she look like?,” the Alkateak replied 
with a slightly cracking smile in a demonstration of what was assumed as being 
defiance, to Moldoph. 

“You well may not know of her position, but you and your inhabitants shall pay 
a terrible price until you find out. I shall extract it in the name of liberating your 


environment, since you lack the ability to deductively observe your own insult to 


it. Doing this honorable deed shall justify my own actions in the eyes of the 
celestial lord God, Jainko Gorina,” Moldoph commanded. 

“T repeat, sir, I know not what you command of me, or my people,” the 
Alkateak replied. 

“Buzz Bird!,” Moldolph raged suddenly while maintaining his glare toward the 
Alkateak. 

The Buzz Bird appeared like a rather large android bumble bee beside 
Moldolph, as he stood in rigid attention before the Alkateak. 

“At your service, sire.” 

“Order the high command to burn this city to the ground, then level every 
structure until nothing but rubble stands in smoldering heaps,” Moldolph ranted. 
“Disarm and corral every resident of this entire metropolis!” 

“As you wish,” fired the Buzz Bird. 

“You are wrong in your actions!,” fired the Alkateak to Moldolph. “We don’t 
know the position of your princess! May the curse of the ages be upon you and 
your forces!” 

Instantly the cigar shaped vehicles suspended above the metropolis streamed 
steady rays of static electricity, infra-red light, microwaves, and fire from every 
direction into the city complex, from its very heart into its outermost limits. The 
citizens, young and old alike, poured from the atrocity in their midst, screaming 
in absolute terror as the rays emanated downward in virtually every direction 
from above. Every structure exploded into sudden flame and rubble, from the 
largest building, to bridges, container tanks, and cooperative residential 


complexes. Modolph smiled confidently toward the Alkateak, as this city leader 


gazed in horror upon the total destruction of his wonderful subterranean 
metropolis complex, while it burned, heaved, and collapsed in the backdrop 
behind him. 

“T shall repeat my question again. Where is the princess, Emolote’, daughter 
of King Thorvaldr, who sits upon a ruby, fire, and ice throne of planet Onfein?,” 
demanded Moldolph. 

“We know not of this princess!,” screamed the Alkateak in a voice of dismay, 
bewilderment, and frustration. 

“Your future, and that of your subordinates, rests in your own hands,” calmly 
informed Moldolph. 

“We know not!,” screamed the Alkateak in bitter tears of absolute frustration. 

“Why then, are you not making an effort to find out?,” calmly inquired 
Moldolph. 

The Buzz Bird, who was usually very quick to offer his own opinion, spoke not 
a single word, only hovering near the right shoulder of Moldoph. Moldolph slowly 
turned his emotionless face toward him. 

“Give word to the chief commander for the presently corralled collective 
population of this metropolis to select a tenth of their own, then corral this tenth 
separately.” 

“At your command,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

“What? What are you doing?,” stammered the now frightful Alkateak. 

Moldolph turned to face the Alkateak with an air of total inflexibility. 

“The final choice is yours, and our actions shall not cease until we are in 


possession of what we came here for,” calmly informed Moldolph. 


“T am telling you, we know not!,” the city leader screamed as he wept 
bitterly. 

“Pass the word on to the high command for them to set their ray guns and 
ild-kasrern to burn, rather than vaporize. Search diligently for the family of the 
Alkateak. Separate them upon discovery. Then fire upon all of the remaining 
tenth. Allow the flames to perform the task of elimination at its own pace,” 
Moldolph calmly commanded. 

“No! No! No!, not that! Why? How could you be so ruthless?,” screamed the 
Alkateak out of astonishment, fear, outright anguishing frustration, and the fact 
of being. 

In the distance behind Moldolph and the Alkateak, as the city continued to 
heave and burn and the corralled population screamed in horror, continuing rays 
poured forth upon the tenth, until every being, young and old alike, was aflame. 
The group surged against the spiked fence material of their corral, then fell upon 
the ground, rolling as the flames snapped, crackled, and consumed their very 
person. 

“My beautiful Druzina! My dear female companion! My sweet Zena!,” he wept 
as he screamed. 

The Alkateak surged forward in direction of the flaming mass of 100000, only 
to be restrained by the Moldolph’s personal android robot guard of thirty. 

“Practice restraint, sir, then give me what I ask of you. All shall then be well, 
and the security restored of you, your precious Druzina, and your wonderful 


intimate Zene; but then, and only then, lest this terror of your own creation 


continue,” slurred Moldolph with a rather sarcastic smile, and an air of crass 
intimidation. 

“T am telling you, I do not know the location of this princess, nor does any of 
my personal contacts in the government of Elbear. Your actions directed against 
the population of my metropolis complex are totally unjustified, constituting 
crimes. You, the entire species of Danaan, and the entire government of Onfein, 
shall one day be condemned as galactic criminals by the celestial court beyond 
for your perverse actions taken here, on this day, in this eon,” whined the 
Alkateak. 

“Maybe so,” spoke Moldolph in absence of emotion. “but we possess the 
eternal blessing of , Jainko Gorina, nonetheless for our actions. You return our 
princess, who is in possession of the most lucid ante-mutated heritage still yet to 
be held by the blessed species of,Arioan Urrezko! or else all of you and your 
kind shall vanish for all infinity ‘neath the universal conflagration of our rage!” 

“Your request is one of an impossibility for us to produce! Please, let us 
negotiate before you lay more of us and our kind to waste,” the Alkateak groaned 
in grinding frustration. 

Moldolph turned again to the Buzz Bird, giving firm orders for him to pass on 
to his immediate high command. 

“Isolate three times more than the number already burned, which was one 
hundred thousand. Stake them out securely on the dismal plains of Ekbar. Strip 
their protective uniforms from their bodies and coat them with the sap of the 
divine lotus so abundant in those parts. This shall attract roaming hoards of 


Bugbear, who can find no place of residence or function in the system of Elbear. 


These Bugbear shall descent upon these individuals staked out upon crosses of 
the great mosella plants, as they are known for reaching out into the heavens. As 
the Bugbear feast to quell their ravenous hunger, when the great orb of light 
shall turn dark, these three hundred thousand metropolis citizenry shall exist not 
more.” 

“No! No! Not that, please! The Bugbear are terrible, I say, ruthless and 
utterly terrible. We exist in total fear of their merciless crime and illegal 
activities committed on a daily basis with an unfathomable ruthlessness. That is 
why we, as did you and your kind, commenced rounding them up, delivering 
them to the barren planet, Rama Sethu. Same as the attitude from the Ziminoa 
back toward you, they are extremely envious of our successes and style of living 
in general. Have mercy on us, and our kind, please!, “begged the city mayor. 

“Not until you return our immaculate Queen Of Consanguineous Lucidity. 
Then, and only then, shall peace be restored unto you and your kind, and the 
planetary realm of Elbear. Only with her return shall Onfein endure the ages,” 
roared the conquering astral Grand Master, Moldolph. 

The Buzz Bird appeared by the shoulder of Moldolph, his wings humming like 
an anthropoid drone of some sort. An eerie mechanical face often filled with 
emphasizing expressions appeared from a contortion of electronic lights, with a 
computerized modem across its breast. Soon his emotionless computer 
generated voice began to speak. 

“Sire, we have located the family of the Alkateak, and effectively isolated 


them.” 


“Outstanding,” replied Moldolph, “now maybe this individual before me will 
proceed to negotiate with a bit more emphasis being placed upon our choice of 
words.” 

“How many times must I repeat myself here. We are not in possession of your 
requested princess! No relations on any level, are in possession of such 
information. What you are requesting is impossible for us to give!,” gasped the 
Alkateak with a helpless sigh. 

“Very well then, have it your way,” replied Moldoph. 

The Grand Master, Moldoplph, then turned toward the Buzz Bird, saying. 

“Secure the Alkateak immediately. Draw and quarter what remains of the 
population, while being careful not to slaughter them. Allow them instead to 
waste away. When this task has been completed, present the family of this 
Alkateak before me, and this individual who you have already effectively bound 
inside bonds of restraining electricity combined with solar flare.” 

“On your command, sire,” replied the Buzz Bird. “I function in lieu of my 
programming, and I have been programmed to serve you on command, without 
question. I only offer carefully calculated advice in lieu of verifiable facts, upon 
your request.” 

“May the eternal curse of Jainko Gorina be upon all of you and the Danaan. 
May Onfein burn for eons, and all life perish there into an infinite time span. I 
detest you for your vanity and evil!,” the Alkateak screamed in rage and 
astonishment in his lack of an ability to resist on behalf of his metropolis. He 


failed his population and heritage by allowing them to capitulate, he believed in 


his despair of the situation. He hanged his head when the Buzz Bird reappeared 
by the shoulder of Moldolph, hovering in mid-air. 

“The act has been completed, the stake out secure. Behold, a feast of glorious 
proportions to the enjoyment of the filthy subspecies, ogre Bugbear!” 

In the midst of the gathering between the bound Alkateak, the immediate 
android high command, Moldolph the mighty Grand Master, and the Buzz Bird; a 
single hologram appeared. This hologram held the display of the dreary barren 
plain Alektec, where three hundred thousand female and male, young and old 
Ziminoa were stalked out on crosses constructed of mosella sections. The upright 
was nine feet long, with a six inch by six inch nipple on the upper end, and a foot 
and one half nipple by nine inch on the opposing end. The cross bar was six feet 
across with a hole going through large enough that it could fit over and lock 
down upon the upper nipple of the upright. The vertical support was fitted into a 
section of pipe that had been driven flush into the ground. It locked comfortably 
and securely into the pipe. 

Before the horizontal bar was locked into place, the individual Ziminoa was 
forced to fall backward upon the ground, with the horizontal bar between his 
back and the inner bends of his upper appendages. Each appendage was then 
bent around the beam, going upward, with his palms opened, and the back sides 
of his grasping paw laying flatly on the rounded beam. A nail was driven through 
the palms and through the wrists. Both the body of the victim and the beam was 
then lifted, before being locked into place, consequently hanging the body of the 
individual. Both lower appendages were then seized, being nailed through the 


ankles into the upright vertical beam. 


Being treated in such a horrendous manner not only served to horribly torture 
the targeted victim, but acted as a type of skewer for the starving Bugbear 
hoards roaming the desolate back country areas of Elbear, otherwise subsisting 
on refuse and carrion in its most deteriorated state. The portrayal in the 
hologram was fearfully brutal, with the Bugbear becoming virtually psychotic in 
their act of murder and the consumption of fresh flesh. The Alkateak placed his 
upper appendage across his eyes. 

“Spare me from bearing witness to this horrible sight! Oh, heaven of heaven 
above! Save us and Elbear from the merciless fury of Onfein!,” he screamed. 

The remaining population of the city still yet corralled, was approached by the 
forces of Onfein carrying their linpins. Each individual was hanged from erected 
poles of mozella, then had both the upper and lower appendages severed. Thus 
their torsos lay amid their own appendages and they frightfully and helplessly 
bore witness to their own dreary fate unfolding before them. 

Soon the Bugbear descended from the gloomy field of crucifixion, rolling the 
nude female torsos upon their stomach, with four of their kind seizing them up 
by their thighs, then raping all of those still yet alive, before finally murdering 
and consuming these as well. In what seemed like a sublime flash of terror, the 
entire metropolis lay in smoldering heaps, and its population lay in jagged ripped 
shreds. 

Nine android robots from Moldolph’s immediate personal guards soon 
appeared, escorting the bound family of the Alkateak on every side. Moldolph 


slowly turned to face the Alkateak, wearing a thin smile. 


“T shall make one final request for the location of our blessed princess,” stated 
Moldolph as the flames continued to smolder in the back drop behind the point 
where the group stood. 

“Tts all lost, gone for infinity. Surely the celestial realm stands in its darkest 
hour today,” the Alkateak hung his head and wept, saying. 

“As you so have wished. Allow the finalization to commence!,” roared 
Moldolph. 

A cauldron of boiling oil appeared before the group as they stood. The eldest 
son of the Alkateak was stripped of his protective gear, then suspended while 
bound, head down, above the gurgling cauldron. 

“Ocka! Ocka! Don’t allow this to happen, tell him what he wants to hear, 
please, for the sake of Jainko Gorina !” 

The Alkateak turned toward Moldolph, wearing an appearance of horror and 
great distress on his face. 

“How many times must I tell you? I don’t have the information you seek, nor 
do I possess the means of finding it.” 

“There you go again. Just turn around and look at what you and your casual 
disregard is responsible for now, on top of what it has already caused.” 

Slowly the Alkateak’s son was lowered into the bubbling cauldron of oil, inch 
by dreadful inch. 

“Ocka! Ocka! Moj Bog! Moj Bog, pomagaj mi!,” he screamed as his head 
slowly descended beneath the grease. The oil commenced to sizzle as his 
trembling nude body continued to lower. All the worn and tattered mayor could 


do now was only hang his head, weeping bitterly. 


“Awe, don’t take it so hard , you still have two more children. Fall down upon 
your knees and beg for them to be spared.” 

The Alkateak slowly moved downward, his body trembling. His limbs shook 
violently as he attempted to clasp the pads of his fore paws together. 

“Please, I beg of you.” 

A smirk and a mocking stance betrayed other intentions, as Moldolph shook his 
head from side to side, turning his nose up at the mayor. 

“Then, there is your darling weeping companion; so gentle, so delicate, my oh 
my, why oh why..?” 

Moldoph nodded his head to someone in the unseen distance. His android 
guard then appeared to surround her. Viciously they tore her protective gear 
from her bared shivering body. A cage filled with six raging, screeching, 
Bugbear, was pushed before the bound nude female Ziminoa. With a metallic 
snap the door to this cage released, then open seemingly automatically. 

The ferocious snorting subspecies surged forth from the confining cage, with 
their reproductive wands fully extended for maximum penetration. In maniac 
screams they surrounded the female on all sides. Since her legs were not bound 
they could forcefully spread them, holding her torso up while they took turns 
compelling themselves on her from behind. From the front side two savagely 
beat her, compelling her to gratify them both orally, even though she wrenched 
and gagged in great disgust. 

When the brutish Bugbear tired of humiliating the female, they broke both of 
her lower appendages by forcing them to bend in a direction opposite from their 


natural joint. They unbound her upper appendages, doing the same, then ripping 


them both from her torso, consuming them as though they were starved for 
weeks. They did the same with her lower appendages. The others then 
proceeded to gorge themselves upon her torso, ripping even her face from her 
head. The scene was one of horror beyond all imagination, especially for her 
male partner and her next two children, one female and one male, who could 
only hang their heads low and weep bitterly at the scenes of horror unfolding 
before them. The tide of terror rising within was unfathomable. 

“What will it be now, you filthy Levenwolf, for allowing this to happen to your 
family? You trash! You loathsome scum of all Elbear and its inter galactic 
relations! Look at what your flagrant disregard has caused to fall upon your own 
family, for crying out loud. May the celestial Lord, Jainko Gorina , damn you and 
all of your kind into eternal conflagration!” 

Moldolph then gazed blankly into the unseen distance, nodding his head again. 
Instantly these same android guards surrounded his last remaining son. They 
bound him in unbreakable restraints of electricity and solar radiation light. One 
held up his own upper appendage with what appeared as an index extension. 
Suddenly this extension glowed a brilliant red. When it did so the android 
reached over and forced this glowing appendage into both eyes of the youth, who 
screamed with intense passion for his restrained father to give assistance, then 
proceeded to weep bitterly, saying, 

“My god! My god, what have they done to me, and why am I suffering this 


disgrace?” 


As he screamed these phrases repeatedly, the android guard lead him away 
until they vanished on what appeared as a bizarre horizontal distance, even 
though they were still inside this great subterranean chasm. 

“What will be the fate of my son?,” asked a desperately concerned father as he 
turned to face Moldolf. 

“His life shall be spared,” replied Modolph. “He shall labor in the planetary 
mines of the third and ninth dimension, until his final end shall come. He’ll have 
the barest essentials, but he will live.” 

A howling cold wind began to blow as Moldoph spoke. Its origins seemed to be 
from somewhere deep inside the catacombs of Planet Elbear. 

“What is the fate of my daughter there?” 

“She shall be spared totally, and set free in the end. Her assigned task shall be 
to spread the word of what she has bore witness to all around the entire galactic 
realm of Elbear. Let every member know the price for refusing to cooperate with 
the forces of Onfein. Before she goes, she has one more witness to give. I have 
been planning this from the first day we met. My special gift unto you, sir.” 

Moldolph smiled broadly as he nodded once more again, seemingly into the 
unseen distance. Instantly the cloak of invisibility was snatched away by the 
androids still yet concealed. A metallic bovine model with two horns and a raised 
head, appeared before him and the mayor of the city. The lips of this astral 
bovine seemed to be pursed into a flaring flange or bell shape. This metallic form 
was constructed of a shining bronze tint of metal unbeknownst to the Alkateak. 


There was a hinged door positioned on the side of its torso. 


“Behold, you marvelous gift, sir, from all of Onfein to you, for your splendid 
cooperation,” spoke Moldolph to the Alkateak. He turned and smiled with a 
sinister appearance on his face. 

Four androids rushed upward upon the Alkateak, seizing him with two on 
either side. Mercilessly they ripped the protective suit from his body, rendering 
him totally nude and exposed to the elements. Forcefully they pulled him along 
toward the metallic bovine. He struggled in vain against them as they lifted him 
up, while two androids more opened the hinged door from the top. 

“What are you doing? Wait, we can talk. We can work something out! Why?,” 
as his voice echoed on the inside of the model. 

“Crying is useless at this point. I have been dreaming of taking such measures 
for a long time now. I can’t wait for the excitement and the spectacular display 
that you are about to generate. You shall be remembered down through the 
ages!” 

The androids tossed him inside, then closed the lid down solidly, locking it into 
place with a loud snap. Inside he continued to scream seemingly incoherently. 
The stand upon which the bovine stood held three UV radiators. Instantly these 
radiators clicked on. In five minutes smoke eased from the raised nose of the 
bovine’s upturned head. Sounds of the Alkateak struggling on the inside were 
very audible, along with his whimpers and sobs. Five more minutes later these 
audible sobs transformed into intense screams. When these screams exited the 
pursed mouth of the model bovines raised head, the bell shape of his lips 
amplified it, creating a sound in strikingly resemblance to an enraged creature of 


his sort in the wilds. 


Moldolph’s composure assumed the character of an entranced ecstatic state, 
as these horrid bellows continued to radiate. He clinched his teeth in complete 
satisfaction of his deed. Within ten more minutes these raging screams ceased, 
but the body locked inside the bovine model continued to cook in the heat 
applied to it from underneath. The restless troops began to gather, cheering the 
destruction of this subterranean metropolis. Rich enrapturing nectar of a variety 
in types were served up, and passed from legionnaire to legionnaire. 

“Give us a grand momentum of the occasion. We want something in hand to 
tell stories about with our offspring for ages to come,” they all said. “Surely 
bards of the future shall sing of this day!” 

Finally after what felt to be a very enduring spell, the door was opened, 
revealing the totally bleached out bones of the Alkateak. Crowds of warriors 
rushed up to the bovine in beseech of a souvenir keep sake. Individuals were 
handed bones until every last one had been left its place. 

“Come tomorrow our android robot jewelry maker shall be at your service,” 
vowed Moldolph Decide what you desire for him to craft. When he fashions this 
memento, you shall all be in possession of your valuable treasure for all time. 
Feel free to hand them down, trade them for product or favors. Do as you wish. 
In the meantime we have a war to win and a princess to recover. We shall 
recover dear Emolote’, my glorious warriors! She shall be returned to Onfein, or 
Elbear will smolder in coals, and its residents shall waste away into the ages.” 

When the orb arose on the following day, the jewelry making android was in 
his place. The first bone handed to him by Moldolph seemed to be a finger from 


the burned victim’s paw. A knob was positioned on the android’s breast with 


many elegant designs around it. Moldolph clicked one of the heritage banner 
from Onfein, dating back to its founding days. Instantly the android seemed to 
grasp the bone with the right paw, then pointed his index finger from the left 
paw. A fine blue lazier beam emitted from this finger, while the right paw turned 
the finger bone. In a minute the unbelievably elegant craftsmanship was 
completed in the form of a highly decorated ring. 

Moldolph seized this ring up for examination. He smiled broadly unto himself, 
while gingerly nodding his head. He took the ring then tossed it the female, the 
only remaining family member of the Alkateak. 

“Here,” he said, “tell the entire galaxy of Onfein’s valor. Show them this as 
proof, when they question. Go now, and never again return to these parts, lest 
your fate be the same as your father, and your kind.” 

The inner planetary war between Onfein and Elbear grinds on with levels of 
hatred continuing to mount on either side. Following the destruction of the first 
subterranean metropolis and its residents, there were more, with Moldolph 
roaring into near psychotic hysterical possession from some dark entity dwelling 
in a sub-solar complex, in regard to locating the princess and his hatred for the 
Ziminoa and the Bugbear. 

Troops from Elbear committed atrocity against whole congregations from 
Onfein in direct response to the crimes of Onfein and the Danaan. A hundred 
thousand prisoners of war were crucified upside down on plant stems crossed in 
the X pattern, while small fires were build directly underneath their heads. 
Several entire platoons from Onfein were eliminated on the spot, even after 


surrendering. White and blue illumination banners were flashed before columns 


of troops from Elbear as they marched along on a distant horizon, signifying no 
quarter, and a fight to the bitter end in exact accordance with an age old 


warrior’s code. 


Book Eleven 
The Great Deception 
For all practical purposes the war to end all wars was being conducted inside 
these catacomb complexes beneath the surface of Elbear. For nine long years 


this tug of war continued unabated, with great fear of an uncertain future 


gripping warriors on either side. According to the historical records, there was 
never a time of war so abiding between these two planets nor any others in any 
solar system. The brutish endurance of Elbear seemed to overwhelm the creative 
intellect of Onfein, making Moldolph appear incompetent to his government 
superiors. Still, no other potential leader from Onfein or Elbear could match 
Moldolph’s past military successes. 

Great hoards of Bugbear were impressed by King Ozzymoddor for use as 
shock troops. These brutes not only were repugnant and intimidating in their 
outward appearances, often it took multiple shots to bring a single individual 
down. In hand to hand combat with the Bugbear, one was forced to either cut off 
his head, or chop the legs off in a single blow with a linpin. Otherwise this 
brutish subspecies kept on raging forward, smashing with his head, biting with 
his canine teeth; or stomping and kicking with his muscled lower appendages, 
even if his upper appendages were sliced off. 

This subspecies also possessed the skill to use a linpin, or fire an ild-stang, and 
could be trained to fire anti-aircraft weapons. He could readily identify 
differences between the forces Onfein and Elbear, in the style of their flying 
crafts, and their uniforms. He possessed an ability to differentiate between 
individual bipedal beings themselves from both outward appearances and scent. 
The emotion of hatred in him was far greater for the Danaan, than for the 
Ziminoa or the Narapazu, yet there existed no forbearance on the compulsion to 
randomly murder a member of the Ziminoan demographic, should an opportunity 


to do so and escape any consequential punitive present itself. Such a reality 


generated a situation of prevailing insecurity among the Ziminoa by allowing this 
brutish subspecies to aide in this colossal inner-vortex conflict. 

The Narapazu, Ziminoa, and the Bugbear bitterly envied the lifestyle lived by 
the Danaan on Onfein. They envied their eternally youthful, suave golden 
complexions, their brilliant eyes of radiating hyacinth, their stick straight hair 
appearing like verdant threads with hints of raw crysos, or ruffus; their brilliantly 
creative intelligence, and the continuous levels of individual successes following 
with it. In the minds of the Narapazu and the Bugbear, they fantasized of literally 
replacing the Danaan via a calculated process of compelled interbreeding, 
facilitated by the entire magisterial planetary realm at large. According to their 
own telling, their most common midnight delusion was to literally transpose 
themselves in every likeness to the Danaan, while the once gilded Danaan 
resurrected into a state of depreciation onto the celestial plateau of status where 
these wretched mutant subspecies presently stood. 

Somehow this subspecies reasoned that it could maintain the elegance and 
level of success inherited from the Danaan; yet in the areas of Elbear and Onfein 
where their kind dominated, only squalor living conditions, complete social 
incoherence, and flagrant malfunction on every level existed. The only exceptions 
ever existing was when these brutish subspecies received support from some 
cooperating outside agent. Most assuredly when the Danaan were finally gone 
from existence, any prosperity garnished from either planet would be dissolved 
with them. Their only saving grace would arrive in some future total domination 


by a new super intelligent species from the solar system of Ares, in some misty 


distant future eon; when the great Age Of Serenity would then return, according 
to ageless legendary records from the most ancient of times long past. 

Resulting from a continuation of war, in company with the level of resistance 
encountered, the precious resources of Onfein were beginning to thin. Wages of 
the planetary parliament were slashed in half, the warriors themselves suffered 
deep cuts in pay to keep all production lines feeding the troops a-field. Metals of 
every sort and variety were depleted from the resources of Onfein originating 
from inside the planet itself, and inside other solar realms controlled by Onfein. 
For this reason, behind enemy lines parasitic entities were established to extract 
cherished resources needed to continue the fight from the planet of Elbear, 
acting as another agent seeking to weaken opposition forces as it did so. 

To save on production and extirpation costs, captured Ziminoa, the Narapazu 
from Onfein and the Bugbear, were forced to labor for the purpose of making 
these extractions on behalf of Onfein. Unless an individual was highly skilled in 
some needed area, he was compelled to labor until he literally collapsed from 
exhaustion. He was then quickly replaced by another more talented, useful 
individual. The resulting corpse of these collapsed laborers could then be 
reduced into a number of products utilized to the cause of Onfein, such as oil for 
greasing android parts, or the moving parts of flying machines. The corpses 
could also be reduced into nourishment distributed back down to laboring 
inmates, which was the most commonplace consumed product among these 
enslaved groups. In this manner any cost associated with conducting warfare 
could be shifted to a point where the benefits out-weighed the depleting 


expenditures associated. 


Radiance was extracted from several stars in the closest galaxy, then stored in 
massive batteries. These stars were eerily beginning to dim. Other fresher 
sources needed to be identified, and located quickly. Uranium, Krypton, 
Germanium, sulfur, coal, gold, and lead was becoming more difficult to pinpoint. 
Since much needed metals were becoming more difficult to spot, not as many 
android warriors could be manufactured. For that reason, more individual 
Danaan were physically performing dangerous labor tasks, and enduring the 
perilous tasks of fighting the war. 

During the fourth year of the war, twelve chief government officials from 
Onfein met with Moldolph in the superior province, Sparklehades, discussing 
these logistical concerns, and collectively evaluating a number of approaches to 
resolving the problem. When no suggested approach could be ardently affirmed, 
these government officials ordered Moldolph to devise a practical, efficient 
solution to the conflict; and to locate the princess immediately, or consequently 
be tried for incompetence. For this reason Moldolph concluded that he wasn’t 
going to cease in his personal plan for conduct of the war, no matter what the 
cost, until his own successful resolution to the conflict materialized. To be 
deemed incompetent as a chief military leader during war time was paramount 
to treason, and subject to the penalty of death by fire. 

In order to devise a proper resolution to this expanding inner-planetary 
conflict, the problems encountered must first be identified. Moldolph met with 
his immediate subordinates in the capitol city of Elbear, since the entire province 
was long since seized, controlled, and occupied by the forces of Onfein. As a 


matter of fact so the collective group discussed, every surface province of Elbear 


had already been seized by the mighty sky armada of Onfein. Still the individual 
Ziminoa were virtually nowhere to be found, being that their entire forces 
existed underground in catacombs literally honey combing the entire planet, 
according to deductive logic regarding the subject. 

The princess could literally be located anywhere inside the planetary sphere, 
although indicators were specific up to a point, then an exact reading always 
failed to materialize for reasons not fully understood at this point. The resulting 
possibility deduced was where the princess was being held behind some sort of 
shield distorting the reading at a point where it was lost. Thus, the general 
deduction taken along these lines was that they were reading her chemical and 
heat trail only, indicating the area where the princess was transported inside the 
catacomb. Directly beneath the point where this readings were suddenly lost, lay 
the shield, behind which surely must be positioned the dear princess. Resulting 
from this frustrating reality, it was reasoned where with some sort of indicator, 
even if its exact specifics were distorted, forces of Onfein must still be in direct 
approximation with the area where the princess was being held. The tactic taken 
in response to this deductive estimation, was one of isolation in that specific 
area. 

In other words, the robot chemical sniffer would roll outward for the distance 
he picked up on any indication. At the point where he lost indication, he would 
pause. Another sniffer would roll inward from the opposite direction, until he too 
no longer picked up on any type of indication. This general process would 
continue until the entire theorized area in which the princess was being held, 


was isolated. Should she ever be transported out of this area, the super sniffer 


would instantly pick up on her chemical trail released as she breathed, and the 
secreted chemicals radiated outward from inside her body. No barrier was solid 
enough that these air born chemical particle emissions would not flow through, 
in a relatively brisk time period from any moment of the princess passing. The 
traces were extremely minute, being microscopic to an extreme, yet the 
detection mechanism of the android robot would still pick up on this tiny trail, 
otherwise unnoticed by the natural senses of any living species. 

They were close to the dear princess, rationalized the collective commandants. 
They effectively isolated her deducted quarters into a single specific parameter, 
though still a large area. The most looming question before all of them at 
present, however, was in relation to specifically where the forces of Elbear were 
located inside the catacombs of Elbear. On periodic occasions platoons of these 
subterranean forces would pop up from below, attacking any gathering 
battalions of Onfein; often wreaking serious damage, stealing valuable supplies 
of every sort, to include classified technology. There could be no doubt where 
this highly advanced electronic android machinery was being harvested by the 
Ziminoa, only to be utilized against the might of Onfein. 

The most unnerving fear of the Danaan, however, was not in regard to the 
harvesting of advanced mechanized technology by any enemy forces, strangely 
as the concept might sound. There lay other concerns of potential discovery by 
enemy forces. For many long years the Danaan were researching the subject of 
genetics. Their long held goal was to finally possess an ability to restore their 


own species back into its original ante-mutated station of existence. They were 


very close to achieving this dazzling goal of ultimatum, their leadership 
concluded. 

The gene for greater intelligence was identified and isolated. Genes for 
eradicating many generational diseases and defects at birth, were identified. 
Genes for possessing certain types of specified talents; such as excellence in 
mathematics, music, and artistry of every sort were identified. The genetic 
identifier for excellence in business and logistical strategy was located. An ability 
to identify its mutated counterpart was developed. 

Not only could this gene be pulled up onto a projecting screen, but a laser 
beam could be employed to eliminate it from a fetus, while still yet inside its 
mother’s body. A fine tube could be placed into the mother’s body, where a 
microscopic arm could transplant the newly restored gene directly into the fetus. 
When the tube was extracted, the females body would heal almost in an instant, 
since the tube was nearly microscopic in size. Some genes were difficult to 
restore for a variety of reasons due to shape, and the nature of its mutation, so 
this dawning technology still yet had a ways to go before it reached a point of 
absolute perfection. 

The great fear for the Danaan, however, was where the Ziminoa might seize 
this advanced technology, and at least create its own species of outstanding 
warriors. With this wisdom being retained, all of the advantages would be toward 
their own kind, while the Ziminoa continue to mutate into a more inferior 
subspecies. Ultimately, the final fate for the Ziminoa, the Narapazu, and the 


Bugbear would be a continuing mutation, eventually rendering them into an 


expendable resource status among the Danaan, for their own benign 
exploitation. 

Upon development of this emerging ability to restore mutated genes back into 
their original ante-mutated state, the Danaan would seal their own future 
universal position as supreme masters of an entire inner planetary zone. The 
greatest visionaries among the Danaan even prophesied an eminent return of 
perpetual Elysium dignity and serenity on Onfein. A resulting consequence of 
this emerging zenith reality of progression was where any business ever held 
dear by Onfein, was predicated upon a conclusion to this horrible conflict 
standing to their own overwhelming superiority. 

Moldolph was in need of a magnificent plan to act upon. How must he 
approach the situation from an investigative prospective first, in order to deduce 
his next choice in action? What were the weaknesses of the Ziminoa? How prone 
to these weaknesses were they as a whole? These would be the first questions 
necessitating a conclusive verified answer in the great quest for development of 
a secure victory plan, he reasoned. 

Moldolph reconvened inside the central palace area in the chief lording 
province of Elbear, Sparklehades, with his group of twelve advisors. A special 
room inside the magisterial palace Bastille area held a twelve feet diameter 
round table, creating a perfect conference area. For all time into infinity this 
period of nine days was referred to as the Sparklehades Convention. Many of 
these individuals spent the past three years studying their enemy from virtually 
every possible prospective in approach. Numerous weakness were recently 


identified via a deductive assumption, and an observed conclusion made in direct 


consequence, then descriptively cataloged. Flexibility was still yet retained in 
cataloging these presumptive conclusions, with all possible deviations 
anticipated and also cataloged. 

In lieu of his potential prospects, first question put to the group of twelve was 
in regard to specific weaknesses possessed in large collective, that would be 
easiest to exploit. Hours of debate in regard to this question passed. When a final 
determination was at long last derived, the prevailing weaknesses of the Ziminoa 
were as follows; 

There could be no question that the Ziminoa were given in overwhelming 
majority, to flagrant debauchery, since the powers of genetic mutation removed 
a large portion of their abilities to forbear. Few of the Ziminoa could remain 
faithful to any female companion, especially those who were consumed in the 
greatest depths of genetic mutation, when they deteriorated to a point 
immediately preceding a psychological equilibrium with the Narapazu, as they 
were Called on Onfein. A majority population of the Ziminoa were deductively 
determined as standing very near to that point of position. Truth was, greatest 
competition with the Danaan stood only inside a collective few of the Ziminoa, 
yet still enough to cause horrendous problems for the entire species of Danaan, 
strange as the concept might appear superficially.. 

As a collective whole so it was determined, virtually all of the Ziminoa were in 
possession of a fondness for male counterparts, on the same level as female. 
Though the supreme God Of Ares adamantly forbade any amorous contact with 
males, and even females without his supreme blessing as noted inside the Divine 


Gospel Of The Eons; in the pace of genetic mutation all abilities to abide unto 


those laws, were removed. Thus the curse invited upon their entire species was 
far more in incidence of mutation, the crimes that come with it due to an inability 
to give consideration for one’s fellow being, a lacking of an ability to organize, 
coupled with an overwhelming failure to attain any level of prosperity, among so 
many others considerations. Thus, the Ziminoa themselves unconsciously were 
inviting their own destruction as a species. 

This species overwhelmingly lacked an ability to moderate food consumption, 
let alone vice to any degree, especially as they deteriorated geneticly. Diseases 
due to over consumption of food tended to be astonishingly prevalent among 
their kind. The nature of vice, when over consumed, was where it transformed 
into a poison. Entire communities became uncontrollably addicted to one vice or 
another, to a point that thousands often perished. The general productivity of the 
entire planet often suffered due these noted incidents. These were the chief 
weaknesses among the Ziminoa noted at this conference, then deduced as being 
easiest to exploit. Now a plan of conquest needed to be deductively determined 
from this carefully garnished information. 

The provinces of Elbear were twelve in number, and were recorded as such; 
Hampi, Muzirus, Myrkul, Lothal, Paddadakkal, Kalibangan, Sparklehades, Vasai, 
Dholavira. Duvarr, Holkimere, and Balantine. On the planetary surface forces of 
Onfein secured and totally dominated all twelve independent kingdoms. Problem 
was where physical beings of Elbear had taken up underneath the surface inside 
the innumerable catacombs, only to appear on occasion to wreak what was often 
a devastating hit and run program of assault. Even the imperial palace at 


Sparklehades of King Ozzymoddor himself, was secured and was being utilized 


as a meeting hall by the chief leadership of Onfein. Yet the prevailing feeling 
among the occupying forces of Onfein was one of an ominous unseen presence in 
their midst, in spite of highly advanced android mechanical indicators giving the 
sign for clearance. 

Many subterranean metropolis complexes were reduced to ashes and rubble 
by the forces of Onfein, with their entire populations consequently eliminated. 
Certainly, the occupying military leadership could play upon what surely must 
have been an ever mounting incidence of furious hatred among the Ziminoa at 
large. They could feign vulnerability, appeal to the inherent weaknesses of the 
Ziminoa, then move in for the kill when the exact moment for doing so arrived. 
Such was their methodical plan. 

Without taking any form of chance on a possibility for an overwhelming 
victory, the materializing truth was where the forces of Onfein were being lured 
ever deeper into the spherical heart of the enemy planetary orb itself. An 
overwhelming air of anticipation existed among both the forces on the ground 
and the leadership, that a very cleaver, all encompassing trap was being laid for 
them; although a prevailing temptation was to write off the Ziminoa as lacking 
enough intelligence for organizing such a plan of astonishing surprise. For this 
reason chief strategists operated by the rule and conviction to never 
underestimate an enemy. Such convictions of inadequacy might in fact, actually 
be part of a feign engineered by the enemy, for the very purpose of drawing his 
opposition inward for a final devastating kill strike. The possibility for this feign 


must be assumed, and consequently reversed. 


What the military forces of Onfein actually held in solid possession was every 
surface province of the entire planetary orb, Elbear. These areas had been totally 
isolated, and any existing opposition consequently eliminated. Virtually all of 
these encountered opposition forces were either brutish Bugbear, some 
alternative form of lower mutant subspecies, or were mechanical android in 
nature. The obvious deduction here was where the primary might of the Ziminoa 
themselves, was being calculatingly held into a reserve, with a hope that these 
alternative forces would soften the Danaan from Onfein. Thus, some type of 
direct calculation must be assumed as being in the making. 

All mechanical indicators were where these forces positioned themselves 
somewhere inside the honey combed planetary orb itself, with the actual sphere 
acting as a type of fortress in and of itself. A very few Ziminoa of high military 
ranking were captured in all of this time. In complete consideration of these 
overwhelming realities, members of the Sparklehades Convention determined to 
launch a direct offensive. 

First, their own defensive mode was already firmly established in the minds of 
the Ziminoa, they reasoned, even though forces were searching virtually every 
catacomb that could be located ceaselessly, into its farthermost extension. Each 
and every province was consequently determined to host a party of unrestrained 
revelry, where debauchery and violent displays of every sort were to be 
facilitated therein. These events were collectively agreed to be heralded in a 
series of feigned surrender agreements underneath a festival atmosphere 


labeled as the greatest Pandemonium of all the galactic ages. Such a title, 


bearing a ring of glory and invitation to the Ziminoa, was deduced as being part 
of the bait to draw them inward into their clutches. 

In these disgusting events, every secret Ziminoan longing was designed to be 
adequately facilitated, including the known innate desire for voyeurism, in 
watching grotesque displays of Bugbar males in company with those of much 
lower subspecies, breeding with the immaculate Danaan females. The end result 
always, would be violence and cannibalism. The Ziminoa, and especially the 
brutish Bugbear, were also known to be in possession of a very corrupted 
fondness for young Danaan females, male and female alike . 

All of these base desires would be facilitated by partially mutated Danaan, who 
appeared young, delicate, and untainted superficially, but were mutated into 
virtual mental basket cases, often not recognizable at the outset. Because of 
their genetic mutations leading to mental degradation, all of these Danaan 
females would be convicted criminals destined for execution anyway. Each one 
would also be intentionally infected beforehand with terrible manufactured 
debilitating diseases, bred to incubate in exactly ninety days from the incidence 
of contact. 

These diseases would possess a 100% death rate, and be contagious through 
sexual contact alone. Thus, any individual who participated in this party of 
debauchery on a grand scale would die, even if he escaped the final conclusion. 
Any mutant who did manage to survive the ordeal of their exploitation were 
promised their complete liberty in exchange for altruistic service in the name of 
Onfein. Since death was forthcoming either way, virtually all of the condemned, 


be they male or female, agreed to the request. In their minds this party of 


Pandemonium would be their final act of revelry, where there existed no 
regulations of any sort. 

The overwhelming anticipation among the Danaan was that virtually all of 
them would dabble, in one area of facilitation or another, regardless of ranking. 
Once the chief commandant was effectively inebriated and coupled with the most 
functional of these condemned females, the location of the princess could be 
promptly extracted due to an assumption of prevailing arrogance at the fact of 
what they would perceive as being their own victory against the species of 
Danaan and the planet, Onfein. Electronic receptors concealed in an inter 
dimensional cloak of invisibility, would extract the covert location upon 
announcement. As these great revelries at the site of Pandemonium were being 
conducted, the party of thirty led by Moldolph himself, would actually seek out 
the dear princess of genetic lucidity, Emolote’. 

Word was handed down to the highest ranking captured Ziminoa, that Onfein 
was now ready to accept their terms of surrender. A huge reception of 
submission was being organized inside the capitol city of Sparklehades, at the 
palace Bastille of Ozzymoddor at high noon, on the seventh day of the following 
week. Papers were being drawn up, and ready for signature by both parties. 

Following the surrender, every province on Elbear was hosting a huge 
banquet party to signify an astounding submission of Onfein and the once 
glorious invincible Danaan, to the superior power of the Ziminoa. From now into 
infinity, the Ziminoa would be viewed as standing on equal terms in every 


manner to the Danaan. Regardless of past accomplishment, all works of the 


Ziminoa were declared on par with those the Danaan, on both planets Elbear and 
Onfein. Onfein would now accept terms of submission to the Ziminoa and Elbear. 
The Ziminoa and the Danaan would attend the same schools, while dwelling in 
the same cities, villages, and neighborhoods. Intermarriage between the two 
cultures and broods would be promoted throughout every medium of media, and 
glorified in public, or held in strict punitive if not. The prevailing motifs of 
stories, paintings, and televised pictorial representations would be one of 
fostering a merger between the two cultures and opposing broods, rather than 
one of being exclusive, let along favoring any single cultural patrimony. All of 
this terminology was promptly written up and handed to these captured leaders 
from Elbear, underneath commandments for them to deliver these to their chief 
military authority still yet concealed deep inside the planetary catacombs. 

For the high command of Elbear and the Ziminoa forces at large, receiving 
this note from the superior forces of Onfein, and signed by Moldolph himself; 
viewing these written words was the answer long coming answer to a maiden’s 
midnight prayer. Their eyes watered in shear disbelief of what they were 
reading. At long last every desire held dear by the Ziminoa from the most 
distant of eons in time, was coming true before their very eyes. Now they would 
merge into one body with the Danaan. What the great Danaan long struggled to 
construct, accomplish, and expand for virtual eons, would be as much theirs. 
They would now be co-owners of a vast planetary estate, rather than bitter rivals. 
Peace would rule the day, rather than warfare and bitter struggle. What was 


owned by the Danaan would be theirs, more so than that of the Danaan 


themselves, while the critical labors in that construction were long carried out by 
the Danaan themselves. 

The peaceful streets, the immaculate architecture, the artistic high culture, 
the splendid employment opportunities, the endless flows of personal and 
industrial wealth, the luxurious proletariat vacations; yea every aspect of the 
good life, would now be theirs in at least equal company with that of the Danaan, 
if not even more so. Without this all encompassing merger, life would only 
continue as it always had for so long enduring, including the grinding second 
class status of the Ziminoa and everything related to them, to that of the Danaan. 
Most important to the male Ziminoa citizens of Elbear, was the fact that now, 
finally and at long last, this unspoiled flesh of the Danaan female they had long 
lusted for in the darkness of night since the very dawn of the ages; would now be 
readily available for their random taking, and with no questions asked! 

These military commanders newly released, rushed into the subterranean 
catacombs with written articles in hand, and their hearts beating wildly with the 
excitement of astonishment, in the air of this supposed new accomplishment. The 
entire high command of Elbear would be ecstatic at the great news, they all 
reasoned and gloated without any further consideration among themselves. 

Inside the capitol city of every province on Elbear, a great feast and a party of 
debauchery unlike any ever held in the past, was being prepared. Among their 
own kind, careful selections were made from among the Danaan on Elbear. The 
situation was of utmost importance to choose individuals who bore no superficial 
indications of mutation, since it was readily known among the Danaan, that the 


greatest desire of these Ziminoa mutants was to corrupt the lucid flesh and life 


stream among the blessed species of Erriskego, by infecting it with their own 
inferior tainted genes. 

Instead families who were already suffering from the situation of corrupted 
genes, having male offspring cross-breeding among other males, were selected 
to attend this party. Females who had mutated genetically and held no barrier 
against breeding with the Levenwolves, or any of the mutant subspecies found in 
the natural world, were also compelled to attend this horrible social gathering on 
Elbear. In addition, these subspecies would be rounded up and caged for the 
purpose of providing debauched entertainment to the Ziminoa, who were 
expected to attend in unfathomable numbers. Other females who suffered from 
genetic mutation and bore no forbearance to breeding with the Bugbear, would 
also be in attendance, as would many additional Zimnoa onlookers. 

Other females from Onfein hailing from families suffering genetic mutation, 
possessing no forbearance against crossbreeding with the Ziminoa themselves, 
would also be in attendance at this debauched gathering. It was also readily 
known among the Danaan strategist at large, that these females often appeared 
to hold an astonishing unfathomable preference for crossbreeding with the 
subspecies of Ziminoa, than with their own superlative golden species. For this 
reason these specific female entities were infected with a certain devastating 
disease designed to lie dormant and incubate in ninety days. Thus, the power of 
genetic mutation to remove one’s ability to reason could be observed in this fact 
of preference for a corrupted subspecies in these females alone. Clear untainted 


logic and the laws of nature, would a/ways demand choices otherwise. 


According to Sacred Book Of Divine Wisdom, said to have been influenced by 
the supreme God, Janiko Gorona , himself, certain foods were commanded for the 
Danaan to avoid, since chemicals are found inside these foods that would invite 
genetic corruption. All of these rich meats and forbidden herbs were served up 
on the banquet table in every province, since the Ziminoa were said to literally 
prefer it, even though the sacred laws of divinity strictly forbade consumption. 

On these tables were readily spread succulent cured meat cuts of the Selkie, 
who could transform in appearance from the shape of a lusty female, into that of 
a Pacu, an aquatic creature with fins on its back and where feet otherwise would 
be, who dwelt and even thrive inside the steaming rivers of flowing carbon 
dioxide and hydrogen. More often that not, she would appear in the form of a 
combination, possessing a females upper torso and a Pacu’s lower extremity. 

Often this meat was served up with a bizarre fruit known as King Protea. This 
fruit was called such a name since it was a primary species holding every gene 
from every plant subspecies descending from it. Resulting from this fact alone, 
when it interacted with the genes upon being consumed by any warm blooded 
biped creature, it would initiate its own process of genetic mutation. Since the 
celestial Queen Of All That Is Negative caused this fruit to possess eye appeal, 
the smell and the sight was virtually more than a hungry biped of any nature 
could forbear. The taste was alluringly luscious, inviting one to consume more, 
until he was completely indulged. 

Other meats accompanied the Selkie, such as the half humanoid, half 
aegegrus, Lizzymanda, who roams the fields and the dales of Elbear, seeking out 


Ziminoa females with which to breed. These creatures are easily trapped by 


tying a Ziminoa female to an eight inch plant shaft out in the forest for bait, then 
laying out a loop before the bait, cocked on a spring and set on a catch. A trigger 
piece would run from the catch, across the loop. When the target aims to get the 
bait, he bumps the trigger, and suddenly he is caught. All of these meats are 
strictly forbidden by sacred law, being presented in abundance on an expansive 
banquet table for easy consumption. 

The drink shall be a type of divine nectar referred to as the celestial syrup. This 
drink excites a type of deep euphoria. Both these meats and the drink are strictly 
forbidden by the sacred laws of Janiko Gorina. Consumption is said to invite slow 
death. 

In the palace of Ozzymoddor no elegance was spared. Spectacular crystal 
encased all illumination. Furniture was trimmed in perfect elegant gold plate. 
Table tops were glass or perfect marble. The podium whereupon the articles of 
surrender were displayed, was crafted of fine wood encased in gold plating, with 
a glass cover on the upper surface. Atop this glass were the articles. All of this 
activity was organized inside of seven days from the time the original message 
of surrender was delivered. On the sixth day the chief commandant of Onfein 
received the notice of reception, and its acceptance. By noon on the following 
day, all was set to initiate. 

Only a few scattered troops from Onfein were scheduled to attend. The 
scattering effect was designed in such a manner that a few troops could appear 
much more in number, since the enemy had no way of knowing specifically how 
many soldiers from Onfein had actually battled for the past nine years. It was 


also reasoned that the euphoria of disbelief noticed among the forces of Elbear, 


would stand at it’s highest point on the day of this great celebration. These 
individual legionnaire from Elbear would be far too caught up in the general 
debauchery of the evening, to ever notice any calculated display of troop 
numbers. 

As the hours before noon approached, Moldolph met with the troops, carefully 
selecting the ones who would remain at these festive gatherings, the members of 
chief leadership who would attend the surrender ceremony, and those most 
aggressive warriors who be instructed to conceal themselves in the wooded 
areas inside the countrysides and metropolis areas. According to instruction, 
these warriors were to leap out at a predetermined moment, immediately after 
evening darkness had arrived. The orders given were to slay everything alive 
that wasn’t part of any company from Onfein. 

By high noon the invincible trap was set. Already the most elegant transport 
vehicles from Elbear held some of the most celebrated of dignitaries. Many of 
these individuals were witnessed leaving the vehicles, and directly entering the 
palace complex. Armed guards were stationed on either side of the doorway as 
these dignitaries entered inside, in what seemed as a swelling single file line. 

Already in the metropolis outside of the palace area, festive bongos were 
beginning to sound. The large beings with huge worn shoes, baggy pants, 
patched up shirts, long shoulder length red hair that hanged like twisted red 
fiber cord, and painted faces with their seemingly sardonic smiles, were 
whistling loudly on their mouth held signaling pieces. The signal motioned by 


their upper appendages was for all of their own kind to follow along. 


The sound of reed flutes commenced to fill the air all about, creating a half 
organized, half disorganized melee of degenerate corruption. Some of these 
bipedal beings so dressed wore skirts, and had very large breasted female 
figures. These blew raspy sounds from a handmade kazoo, in perfect tune with 
the bongo drums and the flutes. Every now and then as they marched along, 
they would suddenly pause, then move their hips outward and back inward, 
rolling their large painted eyes, and then rolling their unkempt heads back 
around. They appeared to be insinuating the act of conception for a vile 
unsanctioned offspring monstrosity. Even in the initiative, this festivity was 
embracing forces of negativity in company with the wicked queen of the damned, 
who was the one responsible for cursing the supreme Species Of Eriskgo. 

Behind these perverted jesters marched a group of ninety Ziminoa, where 
males were donned as females, with their faces painted up to be unrecognizable; 
and females were donned as males, with their faces painted to make them 
unrecognizable. All of these individuals put their own rainbow twist into their 
uniform, giving themselves a measure of personality. As this motley crew 
plodded along in perfect rhythm to the bongo drums, the flutes, and the steps of 
the others in general, each holding their right appendage on the shoulder of the 
one before him or her, moving in perfect harmony with the song of the flutes and 
the bongo drums; they would all pause when the jesters paused. When the 
jesters paused to gyrate their hips forward and backward, in likewise fashion so 
did this group of ninety. 

The entire parade paused abruptly before a raised platform as it marched 


along. On this stage a bizarre figure ascended to stand before a large round 


microphone. This figure bore the hairstyle of a female. The face was painted a 
brilliant white, with the black and red sardonic smile of a jester. The bipedal 
body was muscular and totally nude, painted charcoal black on both legs, white 
on the stomach, and black on the neck and arms. The hair was colored a 
glittering sapphire and lavender. He stood before the parading crowd with both 
arms fully outstretched toward the left and right. 

“What a grand evening, my fellow comrades! Congratulations on our 
grandiose of planetary accomplishments. I might announce right here and now, 
that dreams really do come true. We are now at complete liberty to breed freely 
with the most splendid of flesh found anywhere inside the entire inner-galactic 
realm! Isn’t this fact of being not such a huge concept to absorb, after being so 
harshly and rigidly segregated for so many enduring eons? What extreme cruelty 
we have all experienced over a course of time, my fellow brothers and sisters? 
Have our fore-fathers not been compelled into bondage once upon a time? Were 
our youngest of females not compelled into the beds of those who viewed 
themselves as our superiors? Was this same species not the one who once forced 
us to consume dung? Were these not the same entities who took our very lives 
when we refused a commandment to labor, once we realized it as being to our 
own detriment?” 

With every sentence spoken aloud the swelling, raging, whistling, painted, 
tainted mob, clapped and cheered, louder and louder, with ever more emotion 
and energy. 

“Behold! Observe what we all possess presently before you now. We stand as 


one, against all forms of patrimonial superiority and criticism. We are one, 


demanding our respect from all others anywhere in the universal realm. We are 
one people and world, commanding eternal respect, as we defend each other. It 
is us and our own who presently rule the great realm of Elbear, to finally include 
our long sought after adversary, Onfein! 

“Behold the astonishing accomplishment! Forever admire the grandeur, fellow 
inner planetary citizens! Gloat in our conquest of the once invincible species of 
Erreskego. Revel in our newly emancipated lust, as we seek to provide a splendid 
gratification of our every veiled desire! Now is our blessed day to indulge until 
we have had our fill!” 

The swelling mob cheered and roared to the point of the sound being difficult 
to bear. The voice and cheers of the parading mob, caused silent observers to 
sense where it would continue on for infinity. 

“We are the galactic champions, my dear friends. Our bound up desires crave 
an ultimatum in its release. We earned that precious right via our total conquest. 
Our inner stellar prism shall constitute our glorious banner of immaculate 
illumination. Let it endure the eons!” 

As the words were spoken an illuminated figure of a color prism materialized 
among the cheering crowd, then arose into the skies above, shattering into a 
broken menagerie, revealing an eerie marmalade sky above. 

“Behold, we shall now bow our heads while give enduring thanks to Infernuko 
FErregina, the spectacular Queen Of The Damned, for granting us our new 
emancipation; since Janiko Gorina, said to be the supreme God Of The Universe, 


commanded our extermination in his divine word. Is he our ally?” 


“No, oh blessed demigod!, “chanted in unison the ever swelling crowd. “You 
speak the word and we shall be compelled to listen.” 

“Who was it that granted us our liberation, then? 

“Infernuko Erregina, that perfect queen of the lowest universal realm!,” 
chanted in repetition, the ever swelling mob in perfect unison. 

“In direct consequence then, should we bow before he who has called for 
our death, or she, who has granted us life, and on our own terms?” 

“Oh blessed demigod, it has been written in the divine word whee we 
should seek life and light, while always struggling to avoid darkness and death,” 
chanted the ever swelling crowd. 

“Oh my dear fellow comrades in victorious salutation, in direct 
consequence; then in that revelation alone, should we gravitate toward the bitter 
darkness of death, or toward the embracing warmth of life?,” chanted the 
speaker into the microphone. “Has not the queen of great sub-void, called for us 
to thrive in all pleasures of the quintessential moment?? 

“Yes, oh anointed demigod,” the increasingly unstable crowds chanted. “You 
make the commandments in her name. We all shall lend ear and obey to the 
fullest extent!.” 

“Behold, my dear comrades and fellow planetary citizens, I present before you 
a specimen of our oppressors, a member of the chosen species of gold blessed 
by Janiko Gorina himself, at our enduring expense!” 

The powerful demigod backed off, extending both upper appendages toward a 
trembling bipedal figure covered in a calcimine sheet of natural fiber. An 


assistant suddenly snatched the sheet from from the body of this trembling 


figure, exposing the totally nude body of a golden female Danaan. The female 
covered her face with both hands as she wept from nervous anticipation, 
shuddering from terror at what she perceived as being her unfortunate fate in 
the waiting. 

“Are you not on equal footing with her species, my immaculate citizens of 
Elbear?,” asked the gifted speaker to the crowd lusting for flesh and blood. 

“Yes, our divine orator,” replied the crowd in perfect unison and repetition. 

“Does not the divine book of the ages declare that we shall be judged by our 
fellow peers?,” asked the gifted speaker. 

“Yes, our blessed orator.” 

“How then, do all of you judge this individual for the sins of her kind against 
ours, my fellow citizens of Elbear?” 

“She is guilty!,” repeatedly chanted the crowd in perfect unison. 

“What then, must be her punitive fate?,” asked the gifted speaker. 

“Hand her over, while allowing all of us to gratify our every long repressed 
lust, upon her and her kind!,” screamed with growing intensity the swelling 
crowd in perfect unison. 

Four males standing upon the platform then gathered around her, picking her 
trembling body upward upon their extended palms, then casting her body high 
into the hungry crowd, who roared and screamed in raw anticipation. Upon the 
mob seizing hold of her nude figure, they allowed it to come to rest upon the 
ground, whereupon her entire form was ravished first by Ziminoa females, many 
shoving replicated reproduction shafts of a varying multiplicity in size, hard into 


her natural receptacle. She screamed in tearing pain as she wreathed helplessly 


upon the ground underneath those who piled atop, seeking to restrain her, until 
she sounded hoarse from a combination of humiliation and gut wrenching pain. 
They all then compelled her to gratify them orally in every conceivable manner, 
prior to them arising from upon her. 

As she struggle to arise, a multitude of males suddenly ripped off their 
protective star ranger suits. A virtual mob of a hundred or more, surrounded her 
as she stood all nude, with their reproduction appendages fully extended; piling 
atop her, each taking a turn until she screamed that she could bear no more. Still 
they continued, one after the other, until her life stream ran from her natural 
receptacle. As she screamed the sounds transformed into gagging gurgles, while 
their fully extended shafts were mercilessly shoved down their viciously 
assaulted victim’s throat. 

As the males continued to laugh and thrust, with the expression on the face of 
the female being one of intense strangulation. Her face transformed into a deep 
purple, then she lost consciousness. As she lay there motionless upon the stone 
pavement beneath her, the sub-entity possessed demigod glaring upon the stage, 
smiled, soon raising both upper appendages to calm the massive surging mob 
before him. 

“We may hunger. Our bellies may desire new flesh as does our carnal bodies, 
my fellow planetary citizens. According to the written divine laws of Infernuko 
FErregina, we are commanded to idealize and fully embrace all lower life forms. 
They, likewise, are our fellow planetary citizen neighbors. They have rights to a 


life of contentment, as do we, ourselves. Allow the forward surge to commence..” 


Huge drums commence to throb in a steady rhythm. A large sixty by sixty cage 
was wheeled into the mass, who withdrew before it. Inside this cage were thirty 
nude, raging Bugbear ogre, racing about inside, displaying their canine teeth to 
the crowd as they hissed loudly. They all were seizing the bars with both 
fingered fore appendages, rattling the metal violently as they appeared to desire 
their own release. Their tails seemed to flick like whips, as they jerked and 
snatched about inside the cage. The gathering mob cheered and shouted as they 
did so. The demigod on stage raised high both fore appendages. 

“Sacrifice the Danaan female in the name of sustenance and carnal 
satisfaction for the lower species. Its part of fulfilling our divine commandments. 
Never fear dealing out any form of punitive to infidels, who are our enduring 
oppressors, and have vowed to liquidate us for all time forward,” he thundered. 

In an instant the crowds swooped up the unconscious Danaan female. Three 
more of the crowd flung open the cage door. As they did so the others holding 
the female’s body, cast it into the midst of the cage. As the body fell to the 
bottom of the cage, the clawed fingers of the Bugbear, ripped huge chunks of 
bleeding flesh, consuming it rapaciously. The Bugbear covered the body of the 
female, ripping and snatching, as they moved about in brisk jerks. In ten minutes 
the raging mob of Bugbear backed off, leaving only perfectly picked bones in a 
disorganized heap. One picked up the skull and raced around the cage with it, 
attempting to crack it while silently hopping to suck out the brains. The ecstatic 
mob outside of the cage clapped and cheered loudly. 


The possessed demigod soon raised high both upward appendages. 


“My fellow citizens, let us seek out our sworn enemies, the children of Janiko 
Corina, the Danaan. Let us soon make our way to Onfein, moving with calculated 
efficiency and appointed direction, eliminating the wicked Species Of Erriskigo 
who first designed to destroy us. We, the Citizens Of Conglomerated 
Universality, combine as a single planetary unit seeking first to defend and 
restore our dignity. Behold, we don the impenetrable armor for battle, first and 
foremost, to protect each other. 

“Let us now deliver unto them what they initially sought to distribute unto us! 
Let us move forward to destroy his heroic statues; his enduring landmarks 
named after his heroes; those individuals of the past who first moved to hold us 
into perpetual bondage and destroy us. Let us purge his presence from this 
marvelous inter-planetary landscape we have now so efficiently conquered. 
Surely all future actions have been vindicated by the intentionally manufactured 
horrors of our past experience, my sanctified comrades. Allow us to desecrate his 
dead. Let us move to methodically eradicate even his very memory from our 
presence, as we elevate that of our own into a dawning radiate astronomical 
helm, henceforth for all time to come!” 

The mob surged into a frenzy, cheering and racing about as though possessed 
by the same wicked entities hailing from some unconscious dimensional vortex, 
as was the degenerate demigod. The throb of drum beats increased in tempo, 
combining with the general hustle and bustle of the surging murmuring crowd. 
The platform moved on passed, with the demigod remaining to put away the 


microphone. 


Throngs of females painted as males, and males painted as females, ambled 
passed. The females possessed a fully exposed and extended artificial 
reproduction shaft, choosing to wear the device strapped on upon their hips. 
Often males donned as females, embraced one another, as the reveling bustling 
crowd slowly surged passed. The amplified voice of the demigod once again 
thundered throughout the heavy air surrounding the surging invigorated crowd. 

“The words of Janiko Gorina, the supreme god so they say; he who has 
commanded our eradication I say, inform us that we are to forbear any embrace 
of our own gender. The glorious words of his direct opposition, however, has 
commanded the exact opposite. The commandments of Janiko Gorina, are to 
repress the stranger, the inner galactic traveler who seeks to relocate onto more 
promising turf.., he who is not of our own species. Hence, for us to invite him in, 
is only to court our own destruction as a superior creation facilitated by the very 
mutation of his own kind! 

“The blossoming words of Infernuko Erregina, however, are for us to 
unabashedly embrace him, offering him our adoration to its fullest extent, in the 
name of brotherly love unto all neighbors, near and far. The words of Janiko 
Gorina command us not to embrace any “subspecies.” as such is so labeled. 
These entities created by the negativity of mutation are not worthy of our respect 
or attention, we have been told. Should we violate any of these commandments, 
then we only serve to court our own disaster, so the eternal punitive goes. The 
blessed heavenly queen of our long awaited abode, however, grants us the 


complete liberty to do otherwise, my fellow planetary comrades!” 


“The choice is ours! The choice is ours! Down with he who designs for our 
oblivion! The final choices are ours!,” chants in complete repetition, the swelling 
surging, increasingly restless crowds. 

Pitchers filled with a hallucinogenic nectar of the gods known as Atropos, and 
thousands of dark opal challis into which this nectar is poured, flowed heavily 
into the midst of the ever growing crowds. Every individual in the crowd quaffs 
this liquid down in huge swallows. As they drink unabashedly, the drum beats 
become more erratic and unorganized. Blaring horns, kazoo-like instruments, 
and whistling flutes, commence to add shrill accouterments to the increasing 
tempo of the drum beats. 

“Drink the liquid of divinity, my dear ones. Seek the wisdom of they who dwell 
far into the beyond,” thundered the demigod on the air within, from some 
presently unknown position near the surging crowds on the streets. “An era of 
universal love has enveloped our planet, our sister worlds, and now even that of 
forbidden Onfein after so many eons of violent, often cruel repression. Hail to 
our glorious god-queen of all bleakness, Jnfernuko Erregina, for she has informed 
us from the eons long passed, that in all gloom, shall a perfect illumination be 
found!’ 

The crowds paused, each bowing his head and extending his right upper 
appendage at an upward angle before him. 

“Oh hail ye, glorious queen, eternal emissary of our complete carnal 
liberation. We wholly submit unto your will, not ours. We shun he who has 
ordained our destruction, Janiko Goriona, to fully embrace our total carnal 


liberation.” 


“Oh my illustrious ones,” chanted the thundering voice of the demigod on 
thickening air, “you have selected your desire. You have made them known unto 
the ages. Now repeat after me our glorious sacred Creed Of Crepusculas.” 

“We believe in labor, where gain is evenly distributed and shared among our 
kind at large, rather than being beneficial only to he, who makes the effort. We 
believe in asexual love, and love between our own gender, a bond of which shall 
constitute a sacred binding, to include a golden sphere of infinity to symbolize a 
splendid never dying adoration. We believe in love for all species, who are also 
our planetary neighbors, regardless of their standing in relation to us. We 
believe in extending invitation of all beings into our territorial dynasty, since the 
planet itself was a divine gift from beyond, unto all of us. We despise any notion 
of superiority in our own species, as we consequently despise those who choose 
to do so. Our war shall continue on, until we have fully expunged they who 
believe the opposite, and their kind, from within our complete universal midst. 

“We believe in the divine supreme queen, /nfernuko Erregina, who grants us 
life, pleasure, and contentment. We believe in her own children who rule our 
present congregation. We believe that one day in the future she shall return, 
further emancipating us all, leading us into a golden age far beyond all present 
imagination. We believe our present conquest of Onfein and the ancient Danaan 
at large, is a sign of her immanent return. In these words, oh dear queen, our 
lord and savior, we wholly submit unto your divine will.” 

On that note the drums commenced to hammer with an increasing intensity, 
the crowd began to stir in a somewhat disorganized fashion.. Subspecies of every 


sort meandered to and from among the virtual menagerie of individuals present 


there in the street. There were beings in possession of humanoid head and 
canine bodies. There were beings with humanoid torsos and aeregrate bodies. 
There were slithering serpent type creatures with humanoid heads and 
serpentine bodies. A huge dagger like phallus eased from its flesh like sheath, as 
the creature crawled along among the tattoo covered nude bipedal species as 
they moved along in procession. 

There were Levenwolves, Oltromites, Lastonwalites, Domsadites, Narapazu, 
Bugbear, and Ziminoa; all, old and young alike, who were suddenly beset with 
heated flashes of intense carnal passion, and the surging urge to breed with any 
species or gender available for their present taking. Soon fertilization shafts, 
both large and small, commenced to arise or slither outward from within its 
natural sheath of tainted flesh. 

“Allow this as an inner-planetary festive time for spreading love from one unto 
another, as commanded unto us by our long cherished divine queen,” thundered 
a now raspy voice of the demigod. “Hail this day, hence forward for all time, as 
the nine day festivity of Crepesculus, Ospakizunen Ospakizuna. May the great 
celebration of liberty in every form, now commence!” 

As he spoke his own canal shaft slowly displayed itself through his short sable 
fir, then eased outward into a forward extension, before arising upward into a 
firm locked position. An aroused menschenkopfhund suddenly sauntered up in 
the demigod’s direction, a rather chunky figure bearing an extremely beautiful 
feminine head, with strands of hanging hair like golden thread neatly arranged 
in a bun on the back side, and the immaculate face of a humanoid female on a 


canine body. This horrific feminine mutant creature slowly eased up before him, 


allowing a lone serpentine tongue to move up and down the rigid shaft in a series 
of flicking motions, before finally focusing full attention on the tip. The tip of the 
shaft seemed to stretch the contours of her mouth and lips, as the creature 
eagerly struggled to absorb it. 

Almost instantaneously the tongue would resume the same flicking motions, 
moving downward again upon the shaft, until it reached two lower glands 
comfortably contained in a thin sack of flesh. These she would kiss gently for 
drawn out periods of time, moving her frightful tongue all about them in a series 
of lightning flicks. 

The expression on the demigod’s face appeared as a complete combination of 
exhilaration, raw ecstasy, and increasing pain, strangely enough. The demigod 
struggled to breath, deeply desiring that the female cease in her activity; yet his 
obvious addiction to the carnal experience, was far more than he could afford to 
forebear. As she continued in her degenerate activity, she would hiss eerily as 
the beast-like biped demigod leaned backward, moaning in pain, soon holding his 
right paw over his left breast. 

“Ease up, dear Fabia, I can’t handle this any more,” he strained in muffled 
whispers as he bent downward. “Its killing me. Lay off now, I can’t take it.” 

The wicked subspecies would only hiss, glancing upward, then smiling as she 
she enjoyed inflicting pain on the biped, flicking her serpentine tongue over her 
own lips. She kept on engaging in the carnal action until the demigod literally 
screamed out, soon falling over stone cold dead from the edge of the stage 


platform, upon the street below. When the menschenkopfhund turned to face the 


crowd with a coated smile of gloating conquest, the cheering, whistling mob 
went completely mad in the general euphoria of the moment. 

In that single instant all male beings commenced a breeding frenzy with all 
female beings. The Ziminoa and the Bugbear actively sought out the Danaan, 
who were intentionally planted among them, being infected with a bizarre 
galactic virus called Dengu, which rots ones face off and their reproductive 
organs away, transforming them into raging imbeciles. The Levenwolves, The 
Oltramites Lastonwalites, and Domsadites, sought out different mutant beings 
from within every group. 

The serpentine Cecrops were creatures who are immune to any solar diseases. 
The males among this group were in likeness to a whip bearing an erect 
breeding rod, popping it with a steady unwavering rhythm while potentially 
enduring for many long hours, often leaping from one hungry anxious female 
onto the other. A Menschenkopfhund would lick the sack encased glands of 
Cecrops, while it simultaneously bred with the other female subspecies. When it 
backed the shaft of flesh from inside the receptacle of the female, she would 
relish the rather lengthy organ by caressing it with lightning flicks of her 
serpentine tongue, often absorbing the entire shaft with her immaculate mouth 
and throat. All the while a broad contented smile crossed her yearning, alluring 
face. 

While she gratified the Cecrops, a Bugbear mentally far beyond any form of 
logic or control, raced up behind the Menschenkopfhund, grasping her hips with 
both hands, then thrust his erect shaft of flesh deeply into her lusting receptacle, 


moving with a thrusting motion that neared on verge of outright violence; 


although the Menschenkopfhund in all practical considerations, appeared to 
enjoy the moment. 

On the area of the roadway beyond the place of the demigod’s platform, a 
female Levenwolf gratified nineteen bipedal males from virtually every 
subspecies present, who stood all around her in a circle. Surrounding the Circle 
Of Ecstasy were male individuals from every subspecies present. These males 
walked with each laying his left and right arm across the back of the other, as 
this circle moved to the right with the Circle Of Ecstasy in its center. On the 
outside of this circle rotated another circle of males in the opposite direction, 
with the other circle in its center. 

As these circles rotate, three Krampus, or the figures of a male aegegr with 
the head and extremely attractive face of humanoid female, race forward into the 
Circle Of Ecstasy. All three began to hungrily absorb the rigid flesh shafts of the 
males, as a female Cecrops commences to give oral gratification to the Krampus. 
Soon the general scene becomes extremely aroused, leaping up onto the back of 
another Cecrops with a female receptacle, and breeding with her as she 
continued to give oral gratification to the males in the circle. 

The males in the two intertwined circles paused to embrace, as each one 
groped the other before engaging in the same types of carnal activity. The 
general display was in likeness to a bitter diseased wind infecting an entire mass 
of beings. From above the parade this rude procession would appear as an 
intensely loud, throbbing mob, engaging in a motion completely void of any 


moral perception or direction. 


In the areas outside of the parade procession, Bugbear and Ziminoa actively 
sought out any Danaan who could be discovered among the crowd. This was the 
species unto whom they designed to exercise their long pent up frustration, due 
to a preconceived notion of being repressed by them once upon a time. Often 
times when these female Danaan were discovered, four males would take turns 
raping her. The Bugbear males would often reach up, seize one of her drooping 
breasts, violently twisting it from her body, then consuming it until it was 
completely gone. Other groups of Bugbear would rip the Danaan female’s throat 
out, consuming the flesh from her bones. 

In areas outlaying from these extraordinarily debauched scenes of the parade, 
congregations of intoxicated Ziminoa would spar with antiquated swords of 
bronze or titanium. At times groups would divide up, playing war games where 
individuals would wind up seriously injured or dead. When these injuries and 
deaths occurred, the general conviction among the congregations at large, was 
for them to be avenged. In the end what had commenced first as rough play, 
transformed into disturbing scenes of true impassioned battle, where the 
pursued goal was for one group to make an attempt at exterminating the other. 
Often surrounding highly inebriated crowds would gather, where bets could be 
placed on anticipated winning groups. When these mock battles finally 
concluded, crowds of starving, insane Bugbear, would move in to consume the 
dead as their bodies lay ripped and tattered upon the streets about, in jelling 


pools of their own blood. 


Book Twelve 


The War To End All Wars 


These raving scenes of unbridled mutant debauchery and violence continued 
on in every province on Elbear for more than an Onfeinian week. Soon virtually 
every individual legionnaire from within the heart of Elbear, made way up to the 
planetary surface. The most intelligent female Danaan, who connected with the 
Ziminoa high command, got her client intoxicated with the herb of divinity, then 
proceeded to make inquiry regarding the location of Princess, Emolote’. 
Eventually one cracked, brazenly declaring he would give the location only if she 
would submit unto his every carnal demand. She agreed to do so since the 
wasting disease she was knowingly infected with, would consequently spread 
among his own. 

“The princess is located right there in the fourth dimension, and inside the 
ninth corridor, where she is being safely contained inside a cell of impenetrable 
lavender aura crustal,” he claimed. “Often the forces of Onfein passed directly 
over the point where she sat restrained , unable to free herself at all,” he began 
to laugh brazenly. Instantly this information was forwarded to the Buzz Bird or 


Moldolph, via the female plant and her tiny AI communicator . 


When Moldoplph received this word, he forwarded the command for the 
covert troops of Onfein to attack. Android shock troops surged forward first by 
the hundreds of thousands simultaneously inside every province, attacking with 
every piece of firepower held in their possession, as mutant revelers continued 
on in their inebriated oblivion. Thousands collapsed like domino waves in every 
province almost at the same instant. The breast screen on many android 
legionnaires flashed red, with words “trans-locate” announced loudly as the 
befuddled mutants and opposing androids battled. The words “trans-locate” was 
a coded computerized algorithm meant to be interpretative electronically as 
liquidation for all, young or old, male or female, great or small. 

As the android shock troops battled mercilessly, Moldolph signaled the 
Danaan troops from Onfein to follow up. 

“Allow the mighty retribution of Janiko Gorina to reign supreme on this day. 
May our actions be remembered in poems, songs, and inside the galactic star 
scrolls for all infinity!,” he screamed as many thousands of troops raced 
hysterically passed his position. These words veiled the identical commandments 
programmed into the algorithm of the android army. 

An interrupted alarm echoed from every speaker all over the entire planet of 
Elbear. On continuous occasion the computerized words, “Danger, enemy 
android invasion!, Find security, take shelter, find provision!,” echoed 
continuously, no mater where one was positioned. Moldoph confidently and 
hurriedly gathered his original immediate troop. 

“Let us move to seek out the dear princess, Emolote’!,” he screamed over the 


loud explosions and repetitive alarms as they rang out. 


Instantly upon command, six rocektcyclus appeared. Moldolph and his troop 
leaped onto these transportation vehicles, zooming toward the nearest catacomb 
entrance way. 

“Buzz Bird, can you program the computer algorithm in these roketcyclus to 
carry us to the forth dimension inside the ninth corridor? From there, all I know 
is that she is being held inside a cell of impenetrable lavender aura crystal.” 

The lights flashed across the Buzz Bird’s breast as the troops zoomed along 
toward the entrance way into subterranean vortex below. He spoke in his clear 
android generated voice. 

“Sire, all computerized indicators have beamed us directly in that direction. 
Upon first reception of your original command, the obedient response was 
instant.” 

“Outstanding!,” replied Moldolph, “what about the sniffer android biped? Is 
our scout advance now on Que?” 

“Our scout should have already been coordinated with the original response 
to your previous command. It is readily comprehended without inquiry by 
virtually every algorithm, that the princess cannot be located without the 
services of our delicate sniffer android scouts,” replied the Buzz Bird. 

The six roketcyclus zoomed past the surroundings on the outside until all 
appeared as a briskly passing blurring of light. The computer guided 
navigational systems caused the cyclus to turn to the left, vanishing into what 
appeared as an inner-dimensional mid air void. Ringed blurs of blue, red, white, 
and black light felt as though they were swallowing the passing troop up, as they 


ran through what amounted to a virtual gauntlet of the unknown. In a mere five 


minute time span they were exiting into what appeared as a desert area, and 
were entering a vast, empty panorama scene, filled with tangerine mountains on 
a distant burgundy horizon, all skirted at the base with lilac sand against a 
strangely ominous mist of crimson and cobalt. 

“What is our present position, Buzz Bird?,” inquired Moldolph with a rather 
nervous firmness in his voice. 

“We have presently entered into the ninth dimensional vortex. We must travel 
until we have reached the thirty third meridian.” 

“Why that?,” anxiously snapped Moldolph. 

“This is the meridian where we shall discover the cell of impenetrable 
lavender aura crustal, according to all indications. The sniffer has detected 
powerful chemical trails through this area, clearly created by the transpiring 
body of the princess. We are conclusive without any hesitation, that she is 
located here, inside this isolated complex,” intimated the Buzz Bird. 

“We have known that much all along. In the past, however, we didn’t have the 
war to end all wars raging above our heads. We must act with far less 
contemplation and hesitation now than ever before. It is adamant that we make 
all exact calculation on the fly. We have no time for casual complacency. We have 
no room for error. We must discover the princess whereabouts, free her from her 
bonds, then transport her into the safety of her cherished throne back on 
Onfein,” firmly commanded Moldolph, “without any farther considerations.” 

The chief android high command never spoke much in reply. The words in 


regard to the war to end all wars raging overhead, seemed to attract his 


attention to a far greater degree, than talk concerning the divine princess, 
Emolete.. 

“The enemy is aware of our presence. Our weak point is the chemical trail and 
warm blood of your humanoid-like body,” he spoke in a strong computer 
generated voice, as he turned toward Moldolph. “We androids, on the other 
hand, leave no chemical trail, nor do we radiate warmth to give indication of our 
presence. We have been so programmed. Our transportation vehicles leave no 
exhaust fumes, propelling us forward at the speed of sound via power generated 
through environmental vibrations. Our electric propulsion mechanism function 
in total silence, thus there are no vibration charts available to the enemy for the 
purpose of revealing our location. Since we move low to the ground, antique 
radar and sonar, much less infra red light, will never reveal our position. For all 
practical purposes, we move like smoke in the bleakest gloom, through a 
boundless ancient interplanetary galactic forest.” 

All movement of the troop abruptly slowed. Up ahead stood a form resembling 
a massive up turned bowl constructed of what appeared as an exotic translucent 
lavender stone. The magnificence of the sight both bedazzled the eyes and 
robbed the body of its breath. 

“We must inspect the entire circumference of this anomaly in the distance 
ahead,” spoke the Buzz Bird to Moldolph, “for highly magnified sound indicated a 
pattern of breathing, matching that of the princess perfectly. Surely she must be 
bound somewhere within its central cortex.” 

The troop encircled the perfectly round sphere, appearing as being a rough 


cut stone ball stuck halfway down into the soil. All thirty one of them placed their 


fingered fore paws onto the almost transparent surface, patting the orb down in 
search of an unseen entrance. Nothing done facilitated any form of 
transcendence into its interior realm. 

“What are we to do? How are we to enter inside?,” asked Moldolph in a voice 
of mounting frustration. 

A Gamayun noticed the commotion below as she flew lowly above. Her raven 
like body appeared to circle as she flew around to inspect the scene below. She 
was known to be a messenger from the solar system of Ares, and in service to the 
God Of All, Janiko Gorina. 

“Oh great one above, how must we enter this enclosed area?,” inquired 
Moldolph in utter desperation. “What is the astonishing secret?” 

“ Seek a peach stone of Bakakaboa. This stone is formed from the very light of 
the pink orb radiating above the surface of Onfein. Place this stone upon the 
outer wall, then turn it gently until the emitted lavender light rays combine with 
that radiated from the stone itself, and the properly arranged combination shall 
open an entrance passage way,” she replied in an elegant female voice spoken 
from a beautiful humanoid head and face. 

The troop glanced all around. There were few stones in the area, much less 
one peach in color. In the distance a lone flat topped mountain loomed. On the 
surface a slight pink glint on an eerily incandescent horizon caught the eye. 

“When the volcano erupted on Valhalla island, in the northern sea of Ma’an on 
Onfein, in the course of the second creation epoch, during the great Age Of 
Serenity a mighty blast exploded on the island eliminating its center, shattering 


its rim into more than a dozen smaller islands, casting stones high into the 


heavens above,” spoke the Buzz Bird, “according to the records found in the 
ancient Book Of Eons. “This flat top on the mountain before us stands as a 
possible primary receptacle for any type of debris cast up by the volcano of that 
era, according to the conclusion of computer generated models.” 

“Allow us to pay this mesa a visit in consequence of this recorded note from 
antiquity. We are in desperate need of this stone, among which I anticipate may 
be that which we seek out,” replied Moldolph. 

“An android has already been sent to the mesa to pay a visit. He is under clear 
instruction to pay us a visit here. It seems he may have already discovered our 
sought after item.” 

Within five minutes a bipedal android appeared from seemingly nowhere, 
transporting a flat bottomed stone bearing a strong peach tint in his right hand. 
In design this android resembled an ante-mutated Danaan in nearly every 
respect. He ambled toward the lavender dome, carefully placing the stone upon 
the wall. The bottom of the stone seemed to assume the contour of the natural 
dome. The android slowly turned this stone to the right hand side, then suddenly 
a closed doorway appeared. The door rose upward exposing a narrow passage 
way. Instantly Moldoph and his troop rushed inside the dome, becoming amazed 
at the multiplicity of interconnected catacombs, running deeply into an abyss 
laying far beyond any natural or calculating mechanized perceptions. 

The android scout sniffer suddenly assumed strong indications of the princess 
presence. As the troop cautiously moved along, a sound of distant rumbling 
thunder was heard above in every direction. The android troop’s chief 


commander abruptly turned to face Moldolph and the Buzz Bird. 


“We must work quickly to locate our quarry . The great war to end all wars on 
the outside above us, is working its way into our present vortex. Very soon the 
monstrous catastrophe on the outside, shall descend upon us all.” 

As the android scout sniffer moved, suddenly it turned, facing a thick stone 
doorway sealing a room. Its fore appendage retracted its fingers, replacing them 
with a drill. This drill bored deeply into the stone door. When the drill retracted 
the appendage, transforming back into a fingered hand, then reached inside a 
pull door on its breast, retrieving a sphere shaped object. This object it dropped 
into the freshly drilled hole. The android stepped backwards and a great 
explosion rattled the walls of the entire subterranean corridor. 

When the dust and debris settled, the troop rushed inside, discovering a 
beautiful female from an obvious celestial noble species, with flesh of a radiant 
golden hue, including what appeared as a very faint aura of soft light. Her 
delicate hair was of a light verdant hue, being very neatly stacked upon her head 
in braids, with a bun in the center at its apex. Her eyes were of a dazzling royal 
ethereal radiance. 

Her dress was constructed from the web of Spidora, (a female humanoid head 
and an arachnid body) and one of possessing drop shoulder sleeves, with a low 
neckline and a voluminous elegant highly decorated skirt, held out by a layer of 
petticoats and crinolines. The princess was not bound out of an anticipated 
sensation of respect from the enemy, consequently in great fear she rushed 


backward into the corner of this sealed chamber . 


, oy 


“Only you could be the immaculate Emolote’,” spoke Moldolph as he seized 
her right hand, stooping upon his right knee as he bent to kiss her delicate, 
gentle hand. 

“Tam her,” gasped the princess, still fearing. “Who are you?” 

“You don’t recognize me?,” asked Moldolph. “Twelve years has been quite a 
while, but not long enough to dull any of our senses toward your graces, or to 
age our flesh.” 

“Tam not sure. I feel as though I know you,” spoke the princess. “Indeed I 
should know you,” she then affirmed. 

“Tam Moldolph, the war hero, at your service.” 

“Oh, thanks be to great Janiko Gorina, in the heavens above. I am so glad that 
I have been saved by such a loyal one as yourself. Tell me of life on the outside. 
My greatest fear was that the Ziminoa, or far worse yet, one of those gross 
Bugbear subspecies, had stormed inside to finish me off. I hear a continuing 
thunder above growing increasingly louder by the passing day,” intimated the 
princess. “I prayed in earnest to holy Janiko Gorina above, for eternal victory or 
death.” 

“Tt was you, the beautiful face that caused the sky to fall upon Elbear, and the 
entire Ziminoan demographic to fade into eternal oblivion. That face that 
launched more than twelve thousand sky ships, and the greatest solar armada 
known to the celestial eons. The war to end all wars rages on the outside, as the 
land floods ever deeper with the tainted blood of the Ziminoa, and all of their 
disgusting subspecies. Should even a single Ziminoa survive, then a dark cloud of 


potential warfare hangs over the head of every Danaan on Onfein. The 


horrendous thunder you detect, my love, is the roar of Onfein nearing the 
greatest conquest of Elbear ever, and the greatest struggle of the Ziminoa to yet 
remain. May the concluding judgment of mighty, Janiko Gorina, endure the 
Elysian eons!” 

The android high command knelt before the princess. Their appearance was 
not threatening to the princess, since they were designed in exact likeness to an 
ante-mutated Danaan. The third android commandant took the delicate hand of 
the princess, then gently kissed it. 

“You are the most elegant lady of the galactic universe. Surely it was you who 
brought light into an otherwise dreary world. May the great God, Janiko Gorina, 
always preserve and keep you.” 

The princess became extremely nervous, then sighed deeply. 

“My greatest terror was the prevailing thought that I might not continue to 
retain my belabored chastity, thereby permanently tainting my precious 
consanguineous lucidity. I anticipated a silent Ziminoan collective resolution of 
plundering my form. God forbid, I trembled greatly in my sleep! Their filthy 
Bugbear accomplices snorted and leaped around in exact resemblance to 
completely uncouth savage brutes. These were restrained by titanium chains. I 
was threatened constantly that they would be released on the appropriate 
moment. The entire experience was utterly terrifying,” the princess intimated as 
she began to weep. “Praise be to holy Janiko Gorina above, that nothing more 
ever came out of this horrid experience,” further intimated the princess. 

Above, the roaring thunder of battle seemed far more intense, all of a sudden. 


Voices of legionnaires could be detected along with screams of those among the 


torn and wounded. Very soon a raging battle would be destined to envelope them 
all. The clash of battling linpins, the singing shots of the Ild-kastern, the large 
blasts fired from the inner-dimensional sky ships above, all were becoming far 
more intense for any being present to rationally develop a sense of comfort. 

“Sire,” roared the chief android commandant, “we must go. There is no time 
remaining to spare!” 

As he spoke the rocketcyclus appeared, and the androids sped away in search 
of an appropriate exit station into the outside dimensions beyond. The princess 
straddled the transport vehicle in front of Moldolph, who was sworn by the 
warrior’s code underneath which he was raised to defend the princess with all 
that he had, even with his very life. The Buzz Bird suddenly appeared, suspended 
in air by Modolph’s shoulder. 

“Tt is so great that we have succeeded in our mission, sire. Iam happy that we 
are now in the proper company.” 

“Yeah, it is so great, but our adventure is only half over. We now must make it 
through this wicked melee onto the outside, then back to Onfein, where the dear 
princess will remain in good hands for all infinity,” Moldolph replied. 

The rocketcyclus abruptly zoomed into what seemed as a wall of blurring 
light. Ahead the others appeared not far away. The princess gasped deeply at the 
astonishment of travel under such intrepid conditions. 

“T don’t know if I have ever traveled this fast before. Nevertheless, it sure feels 
good to do so,” she said as her sobs transformed into giggles. “Sweet freedom 
sure feels good, when one gains it again after losing it for such an enduring span 


of time.” 


As they zoomed along, Moldplph would seize his Ild-kastern, firing at a faint 
figure following along in the distance behind. The figure would move to the side, 
then return fire, with the bolt of solar flare and universal electricity combined, 
singing over their heads or to the sides. Finally Moldolph fired to make a direct 
strike, and the figure exploded. 

“What was that?,” the princess struggled to say as she gasped. 

“T am not certain as to weather that was a solar bandit, or one of the enemy 
from the outside participating in this war to end all wars. Either way, he is dead 
now,” replied Moldolph with a rather sarcastic chuckle. 

As the group raced along time and space was felt to merge as a single entity. 
In what felt to be minutes, yet at the same time, mere seconds, they were back 
on the planetary surface of Elbear. All around the battle raged as far the eyes 
could see. Everywhere one turned, building structures were reduced to flaming 
rubble. Smashed equipment was strewn in virtually every direction on the 
ground. Androids and humanoids lay in pieces everywhere the troop passed over. 
Bugbear and Ziminoa lay in great ripped heaps all around, as did the other 
subspecies. While the Danaan had taken many hits, increasingly fewer perished. 

All around them amid this death and destruction, the great war to end all wars 
still raged. Danaan androids battled fiercely with their drawn linpins against 
every subspecies alive inside the entire galactic realm of Onfein and Elbear. The 
great battle now appeared to be between the golden species, and every 
subspecies found in the entire galaxy, to include what was left of the Ziminoa. 
The thunder created when these wands of solar flare and electromagnetism 


clashed, roared from virtually every direction. Mysterious bolts of light sang all 


around them on every side; above them, and even below them above the area 
over which they passed. The sky overhead was still darkened with innumerable 
inner-stellar transport vehicles. The princess winced in a combination of fright 
and astonishment at the sight of shattered equipment and bodies lying scattered 
about in gory fragments, appearing as if they had been dropped from the heights 
of glorious Ares above. 

“Hide your eyes from all of this travesty in the clothing material covering my 
back, Emolote’,” spoke Moldolph as they raced along. “We must endure and 
remain alert, until we can find the next stellar portal corridor, granting us 
entrance into the dimension transporting us back to glorious Onfein, after more 
than twelve years of being gone.” 

“Are our forces winning this twelve year battle against these forces of 
darkness?,” asked the princess. 

“Complete victory now lies at our very grasp,” replied Moldolph in glowing 
confidence. 

“Tam no logistic expert,” spoke the princess, “but a twelve year, all or nothing 
war to end all wars, surely must have drained the homeland of its precious 
resources.” 

“T anticipate social and economic transformation in light of these present 
events,” replied Moldolph, “twelve years is a long time to be away.” 

“We, the blessed Danaan, have been battling every subspecies found in the 
entire galaxy, it appears,” spoke the princess. “Our government has allotted so 
many resources in a multi-generational attempt to uplift that which was 


genetically impossible to be done. All these subspecies entities could ever do 


was whine and complain about travesty done so many generations, or even eons 
ago, long before any present life-entity alive was even born. These claims made 
by the Ziminoa and their colluding subspecies allies, well may have not even 
been factual from a historical point of view. Our government embraces this 
ridiculous mythology simply as an appeal to emotion feigned back down to the 
Danaan populous for the purpose of engendering some sense of heavy 
indebtedness upon their masses. 

“It was always supposedly where the Danaan once compelled them into their 
own service. The Danaan once tried to exterminate them, so they claim. The 
Danaan once colonized their homelands for the purpose of extracting their 
valuable resources; so this fact of the past was supposed to give complete 
justification for them rioting and burning their own assigned isolatu, rather than 
humbly paying homage to the system and ultra-species who so adoringly granted 
them shelter and food. Their worst enemy was always themselves, Moldolph. 
These genetic mutants would have been much better off to us, had we only 
liquidated them all during the great Age Of Serenity, long before we ever had a 
problem to the extent we do in our present era. 

“From all appearances, these subspecies well may be on their way out at the 
present time here on Elbear. Yet we have consuming thriving populations of 
these subspecies entities at home on Onfein presently, however. The concerted 
effort at eradication will have to commence there, to the same extent it has here, 
on Elbear, I fear. 

“Tf only we will succeed, then with our genetic technology for eradicating 


mutated genes in fetuses, we could restore our own kind back into our original 


ante-mutated genetic superiority, and then the Great Age Of Serenity shall be 
restored once more again,” spoke the princess in earnest to Moldolph. “Hail to 
the redemption of our enthroned consanguinity! May the Danaan endure the 
eons for all infinity!” 

“We can only pray to God in heaven above that such shall be the case for our 
ever dawning future,” replied Moldolph. “The problem is where we never learn 
from our own history. We tend to coddle, rather than make rigid demands. We 
placate, rather than prosecute. We turn against our own kind, rather than 
repulse the enemy. We invite those into our own midst who have long vowed to 
be our eternal enemies, even to the point of exterminating us and our own kind, 
rather than isolate them into their own areas for the protection of our own. The 
eternal celestial Scroll Of The Ages speaks of these eras in a continuing 
repetition. The enemy never changes, though we make great efforts to 
transform our own ethos from an attitude of unhesitating resistance and 
repulsion, to one of complete accommodation and total placation, even at our 
own expense. 

“This time around, however, I am chief commander of the superior forces from 
Onfein. The job shall attain its climatic stage of final completion, as long as I am 
alive. I shall not rest until the last drop of mutant life-spring has been shed. 
Surely my name shall endure the eternal ages. 

“In our present age Onfein shall own the entire planetary realm of Elbear, and 
Rama Sethu, to be populated with the Danaan only, in company with our 


restored ante-mutated species. Their lands shall then and only then, reach its 


highest potential. Then an only then, when us and our own rule, shall its true 


miraculous destiny manifest into an absolute affirmation!” 


Book Thirteen 


Home At Long Last 


In three days travel through the tunnel of solar illumination, finally the troop 
rounded a corner in their midst, exiting from the vortex corridor into the 
dimension of planet Onfein. It had been more than twelve long years since any 
fighting legionnaire had landed foot onto the planet, or even laid eyes upon its 
surface. While this comforting spectacle of the planet was still dazzling to sore 
eyes yearning for home, something disturbingly felt amiss beneath the surface. 
No one could lay a finger on the specific piece missing from the general 
panorama. 

As they moved over the natural landscape, the glow of the flowers, the plants 
large and small, even the skies, seemed somewhat dulled in an eerie, dingy sort 


of way. The experience of astonishment at the general situation on Onfein was 


nearly metaphysical in its scope, although the specific reasons why were still yet 
out of reach. Many planetary kilometers were covered, yet no life had yet been 
encountered. The sensation emitting back from the somewhat dismal landscape 
before them, was one of a timeless melancholy desolation. 

“What are we to make of this phenomenon?,” asked Modolph to the princess 
and the Buzz Bird constantly hovering by his shoulder. 

“The feeling I have is unsettling,” replied the princess. “I almost feel we have 
entered into enemy territory; but why? Onfein is home to us. ” 

“T anticipate an invasion of mutants,” spoke the Buzz Bird in his computer 
generated voice. “After all, we were at war with Ziminoa on Elbear and the 
Bugbear on Rama Sethu, although a majority of the battle has been fought on 
Elbear.” 

“There were mutants already here,” replied Modolph. “Many Ziminoa, called 
Narapazu here, and Bugbear were already present on Onfein, mutating from the 
Danaan, if we shall recall sadly enough. My military intuition suggests that 
mutant forces already here may well have organized with our enemy mutant 
forces on the outside.” 

“But not to an extent where its effects were manifested unto the natural 
landscape itself,” the Buzz Bird snapped. 

“What are you suggesting,” fired the princess, “that the planet was invaded by 
forces from Elbear?” 

“Must I spell it out in such a precise manner?,” the Buzz Bird replied. “I 


anticipate a worst case scenario here. Weakness in the power of Onfein has been 


sensed from afar. While Onfein battled a seemingly endless war, consuming ever 
more resources, the body of Onfein’s once brilliant glow dimmed.” 

“What is the implication you are making here?,” the princess snarled while 
nearing a point of outright rage. 

“Vast quantities of valuable nonrenewable resources were extracted. At first 
these materials were mined via use of compelled laborers garnished from the 
subspecies. When that seemingly endless source commenced to evaporate, the 
responsibility was then shifted upon the androids. Creating more androids 
demanded extraction of even more nonrenewable resources from the ground, the 
ma’an, and the air about. Renewable resources were eventually extracted to 
form synthetics of those nonrenewable elements. When both sources commenced 
to fade, responsibility for extraction fell upon the Danaan themselves.” 

The words of the Buzz Bird invited sneers from both Moldolph and the 
princess. Where was evidence of this enduring war to end all wars and its toll on 
the planet. “Onfein was invincible,” they laughed saying, as they glanced all 
about and among themselves with a glare of anxious uncertainty. As the 
homeward bound troop flew over the open land on their rocketcyclus, huge 
tracts of forest were suddenly missing. Many mountains were missing their tops. 
Huge gaping holes the size of lakes were cleft into the very soil beneath them. 
Once crystal sapphire ponds were now holes filled with a strange thick gray 
soup. 

They continued moving across the landscape, soaring slowly above, while 
simultaneously observing the astonishing apocalypse beneath them. As they 


neared the primary metropolis on a far distant horizon, the decaying carcasses of 


wild creatures by the thousands lay strewn about in every direction. The stench 
was horrid, and the sight in general was more terrible than one could bear to fix 
his eyes upon. 

“Blessed Janiko Gorina in holy heaven above, what is the meaning of this 
tragedy? How shall this dismal sight before us be placed into its proper 
context?,” spoke Moldolph in absolute disbelief. 

“What you are witnessing was caused by over exploitation due to the extended 
war being fought. This grotesque sight we have witnessed bears suggestion of 
the levels of negativity we shall still yet discover ahead,” replied the Buzz Bird. 
“Mathematical logic applied to the matter before us, is infallible in its 
forewarning calculating conclusion.” 

“No, not the metropolis!,” sighed the princess. “Our primary metropolis was 
an apex of elegant splendor, ruled by reason and logic in its absolute highest 
state of perfection. We, the mighty invincible Danaan, were superior and utterly 
invincible lords of the celestial universe in which our planet and its sister orbs 
existed. This war to end all wars is still yet being fought. Certainly Onfein has not 
lost!” 

“Onfein has not lost this fight in no way, shape, or form, but only succumbed 
to the great need for energy and resources supporting an extended battle effort,” 
stated Moldolph emphatically, “and an ever expanding alien population on the 
home front. Thus, any applied effort directed toward total victory was 
consequentially retroactive, in the sense that a war with the enemy produced a 


struggle equally as large with the demands of sustenance.” 


The distant metropolis grew ever nearer as the motley troop slowly flew 
along. A dismal perception radiated back toward the troop as they neared. The 
sight of flame in various places throughout the metropolitan panorama from 
above, leaped out before astonished carefully scrutinizing eyes. 

“Oh my dear God, Gorina, what has been done to our glorious planetary 
seat?,” sighed the princes as her jaw dropped at the staggering sight gradually 
revealing itself before her. 

“You are witnessing the sight of mutant degeneration, not military conquest. 
Not only has the war to end all wars drained the planet of its resources, the 
Danaan added to this degeneration by facilitating functions and activities 
forbidden by divine law, and in consequence, promoting their own inner 
destruction,” spoke the Buzz Bird in its affirmative computer generated voice, 
“thus the enemy, feigning itself as being one with the Danaan in a planetary 
citizenry aspect, materialized as a covert opposing force within their own midst. 
The citizen population of the Danaan has literally encouraged its own 
eradication. The values for immaculate elegance and organization are no longer 
conceptualized, much less cherished, by these mutant degenerated populations 
being courted into its midst, even as the war itself was being fought. 

“Where is the logic found in this diabolical courtship mathematically 
perceived by my android analysis mechanism? Furthermore, who specifically is it 
running the government of Onfein, if its superior population is commanded to 
court its own destruction by integrating with degenerate enemy populations? 
Obviously it’s not any type of ally, so therefore it certainly must be the enemy in 


its midst.” 


“When we reach our once glorious metropolis,” moaned the princess, “I am 
not certain if my poor longing eyes can bear to witness the miserable sight I very 
reluctantly anticipate.” 

“Exactly what happened, Buzz Bird?,” inquired Moldolph, “inform us as to 
specifically what our android scouts have delivered electronically into your 
calculating receptors.” 

“There was more to this situation than only an increased need for 
irreplaceable resources. As the great war dragged on, a concern for the 
projected future arose. Even if the mutants were exterminated from Elbear, still 
the Danaan population of Onfein continued to suffer from genetic mutation, as it 
always has since the days of its curse from the queen of the damned in the sub- 
solar system of greater Ares. Truth is, the Danaan shall forever be subject to this 
curse until a return of the third estate in superior Ares, and the genetic 
redemption of the Danaan to their original ante-mutated plateau of excellence. 

“Although the ancient curse rendered the Danaan and its genetic subspecies 
eternal adversaries, still it is possible to court extended eras of peace and 
cooperation. Consequently after many months of bitter debate, the collective 
planetary parliament of Onfein determined a course of cooperation as a means of 
ending this destructive all consuming conflict. 

“When community leaders from the Ziminoan and Bugbear communities were 
consulted in this move for future cooperation and the effort to restore peace, 
their promise to end the conflict was hinged on a series of highly self-serving 
demands, just as certain members of the Onfeinian parliament in criticism of this 


move to cooperate, were warning.” 


“What demands were made by the subspecies to the Danaan?,” inquired the 
princess, “Were not these subspecies suffering destruction as well?” 

“One of the negative characteristics generated by genetic mutation is fact of 
no regard being present for elegance, personal success, or even life itself, since 
an ability to extend perception into the future fades with other levels of 
deductive comprehension.” explained the Buzz Bird. “This fact effectively 
explains the extraordinarily high rate of crime in subspecies populations, and the 
general squalor living conditions. 

“As to the self-serving commands given by mutant leaders to the intellectually 
and physically superior Danaan, all segregation must cease on planet Onfein. 
Subspecies individuals must be displayed in all forms of media, from literature, 
to cinema, in a situation of inter cooperation on a personal level in daily life. All 
laws forbidding intermarriage of subspecies with the Danaan must cease, with all 
forms of media routinely displaying these types of inner-species relationships. All 
forms of obscenity must be rendered legal and promoted throughout the entire 
planet of Onfein, since such is an individual right regarding his liberty of 
personal choice; yet also a means of simultaneous psychologically manipulation 
of the Danaan, intentionally designed to court their own degeneration and 
eventual destruction via an appeal to purulent interests. The legal forbearance of 
same sex couples must be reversed, promoted, and encouraged, even at the 
child’s level, since such perverted desire only manifests in the advent of genetic 
mutation affecting the mind. 

“Even individual speech criticizing any of these new measures of acclimation, 


is flagrantly commanded by subspecies leaders to be rendered as standing 


outside all parameters of legal allowance. To do so shall facilitate a charge of 
cultivating antagonism for government policy and subspecies populations, 
carrying a punitive of ten years hard labor in the many planetary mines owned 
by Onfein throughout our galactic realm. Indirectly a penalty of death comes 
with this charge, since few manage to survive even a single year in the 
intolerable conditions found inside these mines. 

“Non-productive Members from these subspecies are commanded to be 
facilitated via translocation into the Danaan communities, courtesy of 
government funds supplied of course, by the industrious Danaan. All planetary 
doors must be opened wide, with no restrictions to aliens from any solar system 
in the galaxy, even if leaders in these realms have declared themselves as 
perpetual enemies to the Danaan. The once immaculate planet of Onfein is no 
longer to be deemed exclusionary, in regard to divine law or any intentions of 
preserving the species of Danaan. Past accomplishment, facts of being among 
subspecies populations, and loss of living standards and quality of life among the 
Danaan, be damned.” 

Moldolph paused momentarily on the words of the Buzz Bird before making 
reply, as did the others. 

“T still don’t get it, Buzz Bird; how will the elites benefit from this destruction 
of the Danaan, and the repulsive planetary squalor that shall beset all of 
Onfein?” 

“You don’t get it, Moldolph?,” asked the Buzz Bird. “You mentioned that the 
Danaan must not be the one controlling Onfein any longer, since the planetary 


parliament is facilitating an intentional destruction of the Danaan species at 


large. You have stated where the enemy surly must be running planetary 
government.” 

“T just don’t get it,” replied again Moldolph, as he shook his head from side to 
side. 

The Buzz Bird smiled broadly as he hovered by Moldolph’s shoulder, like an 
earth bound bumble bee. 

“Think about it, the logic is elemental. This protracted war has drained the 
coffers of Onfein. Leaders have made appeal into farthermost distant galaxies. 
The universal void is boundless, sire. The mighty Danaan are superior only inside 
their own galactic realm. Warrior entities far greater and more manipulative that 
any conceived of by the Danaan exist inside this limitless para-trophic void. One 
such planetary vortex is that owned by the solar Kingdom Of Metmu. 

“These beings dwelling in luxury on Metmu are known as the Daleeni. The 
Daleeni are fabulously wealthy, being highly gifted in the art of negotiation for 
profit. These alien beings from afar are also superior to the mighty Danaan, 
unfortunately; yet rather than being great champions of peace, they are 
extraordinary subtle conquerors. Their great talent lies in the astonishing ability 
to achieve absolute conquest in absence of combat, to a point where the enemy 
believes his second class situation is far superior by remaining subordinate.. It 
was unto their mighty king, Shagram, that mighty Onfein made direct appeal for 
subsidization. 

“As a direct result of this appeal, agents from the central depository of Metmu 
have divided the provinces of Onfein up in to their own precincts. These agents 


have immigrated by the thousands onto Onfein, settling chiefly into its capitol 


province, Reah, underneath highly covert circumstances . The primary 
depository located in Reah was soon overtaken by these calculating self-serving 
agents of King Shagram of planet kingdom Metmu, via deposits of capitol, to be 
lent out to the leaders of Onfein at graduating interest rates. In so doing these 
deceptive agents controlled the flow of capitol throughout the entire planetary 
realm, but there is also more,” informed the android pan-sophistical Buzz Bird. 

“Keep speaking, oh wise one,” replied Moldolph, with his usual air of 
sarcasm. 

“In virtually no time these agents covertly seized control of the entire 
planetary government. This control was managed by commanding the 
government adapt one measure or the other, even it it stood in direct violation of 
cultural or sublime holy law, lest they withdraw funding from the primary 
depository system. With funding withdrawn, one area of the economic system or 
the other would consequently collapse. Blame from the citizen base for this 
calculated consequential collapse in lieu of failing to obey commandments, would 
consequently fall upon the shoulders of Onfeinian government officials, never 
these covert Daleeni officials.” 

“So you are informing us that these Deleeni agents are behind this repulsive 
degeneration on Onfein. I still fail to deduce the means of their personal benefit, 
however,” replied the princess. 

“Look, by sending their own double agents out among the subspecies 
population of Onfein, their destructive demands can the proselytized to the 
leadership of Onfein, which has been infiltrated by these nefarious agents from 


beyond. While the prevailing command is for the glorious Danaan to embrace 


inferior subspecies into their cultural midst and even that of their very life 
spring, these Deleeni themselves maintain their own exclusiveness inside the 
planetary body itself, as they move to weaken it down. Thus, the emerging 
species of Onfein shall be a conglomeration of the once glorious Danaan and 
virtually every subspecies found throughout the entire galactic realm, rendering 
it into a rather imbecilic complacent subspecies of its own kind. The final 
intended result is where the population of Onfein shall exist in a state of 
perpetual bondage to these Daleeni aliens from planet Metmu, while they 
themselves dwell in a perpetual state of segregated elegance and indefinite 
aristocratic superiority.” 

The princess gasped heavily, then commenced to weep bitterly. 

“T don’t know what to make of this horrendous revelation. My homeland, my 
beautiful homeland, how could our leadership destroy it in such a desolate way? 
How could everything we ever held dear, be sacrificed on the altar of gain in 
such a rude manner as that which stands before us?” 

“One detail has been accidentally overlooked in your encompassing analysis, 
dear princess,” spoke the Buzz Bird as he hovered immediately before the small 
troop while they moved along. “These enterprising conquering elites and their 
allies in government, possess a plan to safeguard their own patrimonial interests. 
I deduce that we shall find them dwelling behind huge elegant stone walls, with 
enclosing bars of solar flares and electromagnetism at every possible opening, all 
safe guarded by heavily armed security personnel who harbor a perverted 


addiction violence and sadism. 


“ Behind those walls every need is facilitated. They have their own educational 
facilities, their own places of worship, their own areas of exchange, their own 
areas of recreation. They arrange marriage for their own children. This world of 
gilded elegance and refinery shall stand as an enchanted island in a huge 
surrounding sea of mutant squalor, rape, deprivation, murder, crime, gross 
immorality and degradation of every sort imaginable.” 

The gentle calm face of the princess suddenly wrinkled in an appearance of 
white hot rage. 

“How can such a claim ever be accepted as truth when according to you, the 
leadership of Onfein is always proselytizing integration with every subspecies, 
and tolerance of every choice in lifestyle among the Danaan population at large? 
For all we know that could be a lie as well!” 

“Twelve years is a long time,” replied the Buzz Bird. “ A state of war in 
perpetuity has never benefited any realm in any galaxy. The entire universal void 
shall constantly bear witness to the persistent fact of being. Even if one positions 
itself as a parasite upon its enemy for the purpose of sustaining its opposing war 
effort, still techniques for sustenance exist for the enemy, and supplies shall 
consequently thin in eventuality. When no alternative sources may be located, 
then a state of vulnerability initiates. 

“Such be the case with Onfein, so my infallible scouts have informed me. 
While the cloak of invisibility can be detected via new opposing technology, 
wearing it is still valid when the enemy doesn’t anticipate a possibility for such a 
materialization. When an appeal for assistance is made, when willingness to 


accommodate is discovered, this form of cooperation invites a gratuity made in 


lieu of any sustenance effort. This truth, my dear princess, be the way of the 
universe at large. I apologize, but no alternatives to the fact of being exist 
anywhere, in any realm or dimension.” 

As the troop continued to ease along above the decaying panorama beneath 
them, ever closer to the once glorious capitol city looming on a rather dismal 
distant peach brown horizon, the gentle princess hung her head upon her breast, 
weeping bitterly once more again. 

“He is right I fear, but I struggle to accept the horror awaiting us as we move 
ever closer. All I behold is a scene of degeneration and death inside my own 
planetary homeland. Where are our once glorious warriors willing to sacrifice 
themselves in a state of perfect altruism, in the name of Janiko Gorina and the 
Sacred Book Of Divine Law? Where did our perception of morality always 
accompanying divine law, flee, leaving us with only a disgusting reality of putrid 
debauchery, never before beheld on any planetary surface; save Rama Sethu and 
the ominous, abhorrent, contemptible culture found deep inside the sub-realm of 
the repulsive Bugbear, in their flagrant embrace of all that is grotesque? 

“Tt is no wonder that we perish, for we have given invitation to the curse of 
God, Gorina, himself, who surely must be enraged at our gross vanity. Why did 
we, the mighty Danaan, not stand up in organized unison to our own elites, who 
succumbed to the prevalent need for subsidization due to a state of protracted 
combat; stoically choosing to bow out in a raging punitive conflagration for 
flagrant disobedience, rather than obey some planetary order for us to violate 
the supreme high command from beyond and all that we ever held dear in our 


own constitution? 


“ May God, Jainko Gorina, damn Onfein and the entire species of Danaan for 
their gross impiety, for an enduring perpetuity,” spoke the princess as she hung 
her head, weeping in bitter regret. “Onfein would be far better off to declare a 
state of Heriotza Guztira, sacrificing what remains of itself in total flaming 
devastation, than to face this dismal future looming immediately beyond. Even in 
the face of victory over these nefarious subspecies, all I can behold is a type of 
defeat in our own ruination with our embrace of this ever dominating alien race 
from beyond!” 

The princess howled as she wept bitterly, laying her beautiful head upon the 
backside of Moldolph’s shoulder as they coasted along over the landscape. 

Gradually, almost cautiously, if not hesitatingly, the troop made its way into 
the capitol city of Valhare, in the province of Hyperion. The general scene was 
one of grotesque deterioration from the very moment the city emerged from the 
horizon. Rather than a rich brilliant luster, a dim air of bleakness seized the eyes, 
and a certain stench of decay filled the nose. As one neared the once glorious 
metropolis, a mold or a blanket of gray dirt covered every building one passed 
by. Obviously the wealth was not present to perform the continually necessary 
maintenance duties. Trash and filth of every sort was virtually piled in the many 
narrow alley ways throughout the metropolis. Strangely there were no beings of 
any type out walking the streets, generating an air of an imposing possibility for 
criminal intimidation. 

The troop soon paused before the grand palace of Thorvaldr. The great stone 
Bastille was now wrought with holes, betraying an imposing vulnerability. The 


gray covering of moss more than likely was not removed since the last time 


Moldolph visited, more than twelve years ago. Guards patrolled the Bastille at its 
summit, but the numbers seemed less than half what they once were . 

“My Lord in Elysium above, what has become of heaven in the sky? Has Hades 
not exchanged places with it?,” spoke Moldolph, attempting to maintain an air of 
cheerful sarcasm. 

The troop paused before the mote. In thirty minutes the bridge of emerald 
illumination extended itself toward them, granting them passage to the Bastille 
wall itself. The doorway soon materialized, opening to welcome them inside. The 
troop slowly moved along. A depressing somber veil now covered what was once 
a cheerful glitter inside the palace complex itself. Palace guards were integrated 
with not only Ziminoa from Elbear, but even Narapazu and Bugbear forces from 
the mutation among their own. Seven Levenwolves positioned themselves before 
every exit point. Thirty well dressed, but scantily clad, fairly attractive Narapazu 
females giggled as they glared upon Moldolph, following him and his android 
troop as they passed through the castle fortress. 

The mind of Moldolph and the princess herself, simply could not accept what 
the eyes were bearing witness to. In their minds the horrid enemy virtually 
surrounded the king’s once glorious seat. Slowly, if not even cautiously, the 
platoon approached the throne of King Thorvaldr. The throne of the king 
suddenly pivoted to face the entering troop, consisting only of Moldolph, the 
princess, and his three chief android commandant. The face of the king bore the 
deep creases of many long solar years now passed, and tremendous stress. The 
figure of a once mighty king appeared to struggle as it arose, the hard face 


slowly smiling as the body faced them. 


“At long last my dear son, we meet again. You, the mighty Grand Master of the 
battle field, and I, the gradually waning king. Cheers!, and welcome back home, 
my dear son. My palace as always, is yours. My highly cherished nectar for 
drinking, is yours. My many females, are yours. My entire kingdom is yours, my 
dear son. Hail to Onfein’s greatest hero!,” cheered Thorvaldr as he lifted his cup 
high toward the troop. 

Moldolph never made a direct response or receptive motion. He only 
continued to observe, stoically. 

“Where lies the source of your contentment? Not only have you encouraged 
every violation of divine law throughout your planetary kingdom, you are even 
guilty of committing this grotesque violation inside your own palace itself!,” 
spoke the conquering war chieftain, Moldolph, to the king. 

“Son, I know not of which you speak,” replied the king, “on the contrary, Iam 
a great advocate of inner planetary law. Some twelve solar systems have now 
united to form a great universal gathering, promoting inner-galactic peace. We 
now have a series of declarations, or commandments, that we, as leaders and 
citizens, are compelled to compliantly obey, without question. To question is to 
be deemed a hate monger, netting one thirty galactic years exile to Rama Sathu, 
on its barren side. As you may well know, this place is the most miserable that 
may ever be found anywhere inside the universe itself.” 

“What about the Bugbear? Where are they on the barren planet?,” replied 
Moldolph. 

“My dear son, much has changed throughout the entire galactic realm since 


your absence. The manner in which we perceive our surroundings, even our 


neighbors in it, has transformed for the better,” replied the king unto the mighty 
Grand Master, with a forced smile. 

“Like how?,” fired Moldolph. “I was sent out to find our sacred princess, and I 
did. I was called out to battle our ever hostile adversary, and we made war. I was 
ordered out and commanded to win wars, and I have. Very soon your entire 
realm shall be free of these crude Ziminoa and the gross Narapazu and the 
lowest subspecies, Bugbear, for all time to come! They are perishing, fading 
away before the incessant advance of our ever invigorated troops, by the million 
hoards. Soon this entire galactic realm shall belong to Onfein! Praise be forever 
more, unto our victorious God Of All Gods, Jainko Gorina!,’roared Moldolph as 
he stood rigidly, extending his right arm forward above the head of the king in 
salutation to the heavens. 

“No, my dear son, you have flagrantly violated the recently established Law Of 
Cooperation by acknowledging any religious figure. The very salutation you have 
given now lies beyond the law. Much has changed here since you exited at least 
twelve years ago, my dear one, as I have already informed,” replied the king in 
adamant firmness. 

“Many eons ago the heavenly king of all, Jainko Gorina, declared us, the 
Danaan, rivals of all subgroups, but especially the Ziminoa. They desire our 
destruction far more than we have ever desired theirs! We were at peace, as I 
am sure you recall. It was they who so rudely kidnapped your precious daughter, 
our dear princess here. We only gave hard response to that gross threat,” 


Moldolph replied in swelling agitation. 


“No my son, the Danaan possessed no affirmative right,” firmly spoke the 
king. “This act stood in direct violation of the present Law Of Appeasement.” 

“We had no right? What about the wrong of the Ziminoa?,” replied Moldolph. 

“That wrong my son, was justified by our own travesty dealt out unto they and 
their own, during past millennium, according to the Universal Gathering Of 
Celestial Collectivism mandate,” roared the king. “The entire species of Danaan 
are deeply indebted for reparations.” 

“Oh yeah? Well what about their continuing theft? What about their subtle 
attacks on Onfein, directed of course, toward the Danaan?,” roared Moldolph 
toward the king. “Are you about to say that these were only a portion of the 
reparations owned by us?” 

“All of it has been justified, and consequently settled in universal finality, oh 
my honorable son. Why the continuing animosity?,” calmly spoke the king to the 
enraging battle hero. 

“We, and all of the subspecies, as you label them, are as one single population 
now. The Narapazu and the Bugbear have been thoroughly integrated here, 
among our own species. No segregation exists, no exclusions any more in the 
work place or the intellectual arenas. Our youth shall graciously step backward 
in honor of future Narapazu and Bugbear advancement. Our young adults shall 
graciously accept scarcity for the sake of experiencing life as these innocent and 
wrongfully despised have, for so many live long eons now. Our young are highly 
encouraged to inter-breed with our new planetary neighbors . My dear son, the 


time has transpired where the spieces of Danaan must be wholly sacrificed on 


the altar of future progressiveness, if celestial civilization is to survive the 
coming New Age Of Aquarius millennium. 

“All past convictions are presently up for questioning and debate; the old glory, 
the past accomplishment, the valid origin of our present day technology, even 
the very origin of our species itself. Was it all not simply stolen from some 
distant solar or galactic realm? What exactly are we of our own day ever to make 
of it? Think about that fora moment,” spoke the king with a hard face directed 
toward Moldolph. 

“T’ve heard enough of this filthy coddling talk!,” Moldolph fired toward the 
king in a heated rage. “I smell the putrefying stench of weakness all about. I 
should have known better when I passed your filthy Narapazu harem in the 
palace here.” 

“That’s right, marriage between male and female Danaan has been outlawed. 
The only legal marriage now is between male and male, or female and female. 
We are far to many, leaving a trail of galactic waste to serve our own gluttonous 
interests. Of course I must include, it is also legal to marry outside of one’s own 
species. Yet For the Danaan to reproduce itself, however, is now strictly 
forbidden,” spoke the king to a near trembling figure of the heroic commander in 
chief he once was 

“Forbidden?,” commanded a seething Moldolph through clenched teeth. 

“As has so much more, my dear son. Our old constitution granted us the right 
to bear arms, to speak ones mind, regardless of any listeners. We were allowed 
to worship as we please, to consume in accordance to our personal desires, to lay 


property claim and use it for our own individual financial gain and personal 


advantage, in general. Our population has more than quadrupled some ten times 
over, since that day of its conception, son. 

“We are now encompassed by individuals of a separate mind. Onfein still yet is 
in possession of far too many resources for us not to share, versus self-serving 
conservation. Now we, as individuals, labor for the benefit of the entire planetary 
realm, rather than our own personal gain. We all are now inner-planetary 
neighbors and citizens, not rivals, my dear one. We now consume renewable 
plants, not flesh, nor do we disturb any natural havens. We are one with the 
broad planetary environment, and these surroundings are one with us, who also 
exist only as a single species,” convincingly smiled King Thorvaldr as he calmly 
spoke. 

“This trash you speak of, stands in direct violation of divine law, and all that 
we, the glorious Danaan, ever held dear. Your coddling placation sickens me to 
my very stomach. You'll pay for your flagrant violations, Throvaldr !” 

“Like I have already said my dear son, this is a new dawning age. We now 
possess a new constitution, a document leaving the antiquated perceptions, 
habits, and convictions behind, while it fully embraces a dawning era of galactic 
brotherhood. We are gradually transforming into a more, shall we say, unique 
species. We all collectively motivate, organize, think, articulate, dwell and 
function, as a well manicured single solar unit now. In the ever dawning world of 
eternal cooperation, there are no adversaries, my dear son.” 

“Ts this really you’re speaking, or are words made in response by force of the 
tremendous debt you have incurred, unto these conquering sinister aliens from a 


distant, barely understood galaxy; who are actually destroying you and the 


civilization of Onfein, reducing all into a status of indefinite servitude?. I shall 
hereby inform you, there exist no greater slave than the one who swears that he 
is of his own directive.” 

The king raised his trembling right hand toward his Narapazu harem. Three 
young, well proportioned giggling females brought out nine young female cubs, 
who eerily possessed slightly golden hued flesh, but were trailed by long tails 
and the repulsive hair of Narapazu fleece. 

“Behold, your new half-sisters,” spoke the king to ultra-enraged Moldolph. 

“Damn you for your disgusting fraternization and accommodation to the 
enemy!,” fired Moldolph trembling in rage to the king. “May the mighty God Of 
All Gods, damn you and all that you embrace for eternity, into the coming 
conflagration! 

“Son, as I have already informed you, the words you speak are illegal, and 
carry a thirty year penalty of banishment!” 

“Damn you again, and then some!,” fired Moldolph glaring wide eyed into the 
face of the king . 

“Guards! Seize this rogue violator of inner-planetary law!” 

Thirty muscle bound Narapazu and Bugbear donned in security uniforms, 

rushed up into prompt position before the King. 

“Sir, yes sir, at your service, sir!,” they saluted and spoke. 

“Arrest this violator of the spoken word, the laws of combat, and inner 
planetary law!” commanded the King as he pointed toward Moldolph, while the 


princess shrieked in horror. 


As the thirty guards moved to surround him, Moldolph instantly drew his 
linpin, extending the beam of electromagnetism and highly focused solar light to 
its full length. With his back toward the palace wall, he ferociously battled with 
all the skill and strength remaining in his possession, as the walls of the palace 
shook with the sound of thunder generated when the slashing ray heated the air 
inside, striking the opposing rays of the guards. He was passed twenty seven 
now, and his age of superior fitness for being a warrior, and of productive 
service to his planet and blood species, in accordance with planetary laws during 
the day of his upbringing. 

He was bound to the warriors code he was raised underneath, however, even 
though he raised up on planet Elbear. The elders among captives of his own had 
schooled him very well. He would stand tall to raise his hand for honor, 
individual independence, and an enduring superlative status of his own species, 
and to the glorious Danaan above all other species; or battle with all he 
possessed, to the very last individual. 

His moves were highly skilled, his mastery of the linpin more marvelous and 
astonishing than it ever had been before. In a matter of minutes twenty seven of 
the thirty guards lay sliced in half before him, or in pieces. The remaining three 
turned and fled the kings court, hysterically. Moldolph’s panting form slowly 
turned toward the king. 

“Behold my Lord, duty still yet calls. Allow this defeat of the enemy unto which 
you have bore witness to, stand as our call to arms here, on planet Onfein today.” 

On those words the king stood erect, drawing his personal ild-kastern, 


pointing it directly toward Moldolph. 


“You have demonstrated you mastery of the linpin so creatively and skillfully, 
my heroic one. Violations of inner galactic law are not to be tolerated, Moldolph. 
Must I now be your judge and jury? You have assaulted and murdered twenty 
seven government officials. I, personally, would prefer you to stand trial. “ 

The princess screamed hysterically for Moldolph to give consideration. 

“Damn you for your obscene accommodation!,” fired Moldolph. “I fear not, 
unlike yourself.” 

The king smiled broadly, then began to chuckle as he continued speaking. 

“Should you stand trial, your rank shall be immediately eradicated. Your 
name shall then be defiled for all future posterity. You shall wither away in 
eternal shame and disgrace from every generation after you. Your children and 
theirs, shall curse the fact they were born from you. 

“Should you choose death I shall overlook that fact of being, my dear son, but 
the future of Onfein and our emerging new species is unstoppable and 
completely unavoidable,” thundered the trembling king, “All must be as it is, if 
not today, then most assuredly in another eminent age; more than likely ushered 
in with my own passing, if not before.” 

“T fear not!,” roared Moldolph. “I’ve passed through the valley of death many 
times during the course of my accomplished life, oh king. I shall always prefer 
valor and adoring fame for the ages over life, when no true alternatives exist.” 

On those words the king fired three times, as the body of Moldolph melted 
upon the palace floor. After it fell the king commenced firing four more times, as 


the princess wailed, wept, shrieking in absolute horror. 


“My God, my God, father, how could you? I tell you in earnest, you know not 
what you have done! In my worst nightmares I would have never dreamed of 
such an ironic end. He was my glorious savior., oh dear father,” the princess 
wailed as she covered her face with both opened hands. 

“Yes, and I was his. As I have promised, rather than being defamed for his 
actions, his name shall be enshrined as a past planetary heroic immortal, for all 
time into infinity. Had he managed to continue his war against the subspecies, as 
he has selectively labeled them, he would have eventually been defeated by the 
inner cooperating galactic delegation, defamed among his own clan for the ages, 
endured the embarrassment of condemnation as a war criminal, and 
consequently branded as a perverted deviant against the entire planetary 
cosmos, before being humiliated, eviscerated, and executed by boiling what was 
remaining in oil, then burned into ash. My actions herein have reserved his glory 
for all time forward. 

“Allow The Account to stand for his timeless dignity and illustrious 
accomplishment, in accordance with the mores of the epoch in which he lived, 
my young one,” spoke the king, as he embraced his still yet weeping, trembling 
daughter with his right arm. A small tear oozed outward from the king’s right 
eye and downward upon his cheek, as they both gazed forward upon the stilled 
corpse of the mighty Grand Master warrior, Moldolph, while he lay motionlessly 
upon the floor of the palace, spread eagle upon his back in eternal slumber. 

“Most assuredly a splendid pantheon exists somewhere out in the beyond, 
where his anointed form shall assume its proper status and position among the 


immortals,” resumed the king. 


“Maybe in the third estate, since he is the most distinguished surviving 
example of their superior creation on Onfein,” replied the princess as she 
continued to sob. 

“Yes, maybe..,” spoke the king as he sighed deeply. “As he and his kind fade, 
so goes all planetary glory and prosperity with them,” continued the king in 
muffled tones underneath his breath to his daughter. 

“For the gods did not create this new subspecies of conglomeration replacing 
them, we ourselves did,” replied the still sobbing princess in a carefully muffled 
voice. 

“Yes, that much is so true. Therefore today we took at least two more steps 
toward unreliable secular mortality, and five more steps away from glorious 
immortal perfection, never to be restored again,” spoke the king as the palace 
guards lifted the bodies and severed limbs of the fallen security officials from the 
cold stone floor. 

“Until the return of the glorious ones from the third estate, to redeem our 
once grandiose genetic patrimony, leading us and all of Onfein into a new 
greater Age Of Serenity, father, never to be lost again,” sobbed the princess to 
the king. 

“Yes, my beloved daughter, until the return of the glorious immortals from 


that long hallowed dimensional realm of the third kind.” 


Book Fourteen 


Final Respects 


And The Passing Of An Epoch 


During the witching hour on the third night from his death, at the 31* of 
Pomona, the magnificent funeral of Moldolph, the conquering Grand Master, was 
planned. A huge bonfire witnessed from distant solar systems beyond, thrived on 
dried stems of sanctified vegetation, in the center of a clandestine consecrated 
plain somewhere on Onfein. Raging flames of the bonfire seemed to reach far 
into the faintly twinkling heavens above, and the ever pervasive sweet scent of 
the burning wood was absolutely enchanting, generating a moving sensation of 
unbroken spirituality. There was no media, no published record of the glorious 
event whatsoever, save this carefully crafted account. With the fire fixed asa 
central point, a row of ten thousand legionnaire stood on either side, with each 
row facing the other to form a gilded passage way of supreme reverence. 

Running far away from the fire, in the direction of the palace on the horizon 
beyond where the corpse lay in state, constituted the primary avenue. A much 
shorter avenue ran upward from the flames in the opposite direction. In a 
vertical direction in relation to the primary avenue on either side of the bonfire, 
existed a secondary avenue exactly one third the total length of the primary 
avenue; also aligned with lower ranking, elegantly clad star warriors on either 
side, fully intending to pay their final respects. 

A platform of pyrite stone containing magnets designed with adjustable force 
opposing the planetary gravitational field, hovered a meter above the ground 
before the bonfire. A thousand trumpeters thundered a soul stirring military call 
for immediate attention. Every legionnaire present raised his right arm with 


opened palms fully extended, in an angle toward the celestial heavens. 


Upon a transportable funerary platform of immaculate exotic wood, 
enshrouded in a utopian menagerie of alluring extraterrestrial blossoms, lay the 
stilled corpse of the mighty war chieftain, Moldolph, upon a blanket of 
unblemished celestial heliotrope. On his head was positioned a spectacular 
diadem in exact likeness to one worn by a supreme inner-galactic monarch, 
adorned of the most cherished gems and metals known throughout the entire 
transcendental universe. Six male beings clad in hooded robes of totally 
unsullied white, who were superior examples of perfection in physical body, 
character, accomplishment, and mind, transported the platform at the fore of an 
extensive accompanying procession, down the primary avenue away from the 
palace. 

The tedious journey was enduring for virtual hours, with the platform often 
changing hands as its carriers tired; but such was the least that any warrior 
could do for an impeccable leader with a crowning unstained record, who had 
served them, his planetary realm, and his own species, so absolutely faithful. As 
the procession calmly proceeded along in perfect rhythm to the moving thunder 
of drumbeat and arousing trumpet, legionnaires with raised arms, lowered them 
as the procession passed. 

The six robed beings carefully approached the hovering square platform of 
pyrite stone, carefully and skillfully resting the wooden framework, upon which 
the corpse of Moldolph lay motionless, as his closed eyes faced the star lit 
heavens beyond. Some three hundred of the most elite among planetary officials 
from the day of Moldolph, forming a great circle around the massive bonfire and 


the beloved honored corpse laying in state. 


A stairway platform of stone nearby allowed the king to assume a position high 
above the corpse, the circle of elites and the burning wood, into a plateau 
position of unbroken acoustical quality, so that every being present could clearly 
attend any spoken word. As the King arose upon the Tower Of The Ages as it was 
known, the encircling elites raised their palms upward in his direction, at an 
angle. 

“Hail to the God Of All, Jainko Gorina, for his gracious endowment among us, 
symbolized in the personage who now lays silently in our midst,” announced the 
king to the expansive congregation below. 

“Hail to the glory of God Almighty! May his word endure for all infinity, and 
the evidence of his reality manifest among us all, and throughout the universal 
realm,” chanted repetitively in return, the circle of three hundred elites. 

“Unto you, oh great one above who directs the universe, we commend these 
planetary remains and the inner being of this supreme Grand Master leader. Hail 
to the glory of God!,” spoke the king with great affirmation. “May the splendid 
record of this consecrated luminary and knowledge of his being, endure the eons 
for all time henceforth to come.” 

“Hail to the glory of God!,” chanted the accompanying legionnaires and the 
encircling elites. 

“Hail Moldolph, The Magnificent, for the greatest sacrifice on behalf of an 
extraordinary realm and its patrimonial species!,” thundered the king above the 
massive congregation. “Moldolph is the Danaan, the Danaan are Onfein, and 


Onfein is eulogized in a single eternal union of both!” 


“Hail Moldolph! Hail Moldolph, The Magnificent!,” chanted repetitively the 
congregation in direct reply. 

“Hail to age of enlightenment. Long live the superb heritage that he battled so 
greatly for!,” spoke the king into the midnight void. 

“Hail to a passing age. May the gods beyond one day again bestow us with the 
gifts and glory we once so relentlessly possessed!,” chanted the circle of elites. 

“Hail to the age of splendid idealism!,” spoke the king. 

“Hail to the era of sparkling assurance! Hail Moldolph! Hail, oh supreme God 
Of The Universe. Forgive us all for our many transgressions, and please bless us 
once more again with your gracious endowment for all time to come!,” chanted 
the elites and the legionnaires in elaborate repetitive unison. 

As the military congregation and the circle of elites chanted these final words, 
the pyrite platform slowly lifted into a dismal faintly glittering sky. The platform 
arose ever higher as the congregation gazed upward now in totally reverent 
silence, until the solar flares from beyond heated the pyrite so that it glowed into 
an ameliorate brilliant red. As this rising platform continued to move away from 
the planetary sphere of Onfein, suddenly it exploded into great flames, lighting 
up a gloomy firmament beyond. 

As the platform continued to lift ever higher, it soon escaped the gravitational 
field of Onfein, being attracted toward some unknown orbital entity in a far away 
galaxy. The blazing platform abruptly streaked across the faintly twinkling 
heavens, appearing as a shooting meteor aflame to a spell bound congregation 


gazing onward into an apprehensive infinity. 


